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THE   EVERGREEN. 


bong's  for  ///£  £muhg  §cliaoJ,  §imcfu;uv  and  IQomc 

(Circle, 


BY    Rev.    ELISHA    A.    HOFFMAN. 


CLEVELAND,    OHIO. 
PUBLISHED     BY    ^KT.     IF.     SCIHUNTIETIDIEIFt. 


Our  loving  Saviour  and  Redeemer,  who  is  worthy  to  receive  ''blessing,  and  glory,  and  wisdom, 
and  thanksgiving,  and  honor,  and  power,  and  might  for  ever  and  ever  ;" 

TO     TE£E     S^IUNTTS     OE     OOE>3 

whose  hearts  are  attuned  to  the  melody  of  divine  love,  and  who  delight  to  sing  praises  unto 
God  for  the  riches  of  his  grace  and  mercy  ; 

.A^HSriD     TO     THE    EE^E    OPIII-.IDE.E3Sr, 

whom  Jesus  loves,  and  from  whose  tender  hearts  and  sweet  voices  ascriptions  of  praise  rise  as  a 
sacrifice  well-pleasing  to  their  Saviour, 

"THE  EVERGREEN"  IS  HUMBLY  DEDICATED 

with  the  fond  hope  that  its  sweet  songs  will  tend  to  keep  our  love  to  Jesus  warm  and  constant, 
and  awake  love  in  many  hearts  that  are  now  strangers  to  the  Saviour,  and  thus  fulfill  a  mis- 
sion of  mercy. 

With  the  fervent  prayer  that  Heaven's  special  blessing  may  rest  upon  "The   Evergreen," 
its  contributors  and  patrons,  this  little  tribute  is  laid  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  by 

THE    AUTHOR. 

April  1st,  1873. 

Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  tho  year  1873,  by  "W.  F.  Schxeidkr,  in  the  office  of  the 

Librarian  of  Congress  at  Washington. 


THE  EVERGREEN. 


THE  EVERGREEN . 


Words  and  Music  by 


E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
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1.  Oheau-tlfiil  ETeryieen hrymbol 
•J.  (>  beau-tlful  Evergreen  !»yiuhol 
3.     Obeau-ttfUl  Evergreen!*]  nibol 

xa    xx      ±2: 

to  -         !    -^ 
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Of  lift,    Lift  tli  at  shall  iu'vcrnioro  en*  I,  Hut  glow  with  Immortal  (Vest)  -  noss  Whrn  tlio 

if  ii  <  :i\  'ii.  where  there's  perennial  spring.  And    nfllnesa  of  joy     for-  er  -   er,  And  w  here 
ui  heart*  Clothed  In  the  raiment  of  white,    Kept  pure  by  tut)  blood  of  Je    -     sua.  Ami  re* 


*m 
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Chorus. 


rr-^-rn  s 

yi  .irs  with  eternity     blind.  1    . 

|>rmUes  uuccaslniciy      rinjt.  [■  ! 

•erred  for  the  niunf  loos  ur  llgtit  J    ' 
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Lord  J  won  M  be  fruitful  In  Thee  Like  the  bran  II  fill  .beautiful  Evergreen  tree, 

LordJ  would  be  ftultftilluTbeeJJke  the  beaatinil,beauUAU Evergreen  tree! 


-0—0-a 

0       0       0 


^>     00    a    i-  a  a 


■0-0-0-0-0-0-  0-0-0-*+. 

■-  ■ 


i  r  i 


i — £•    '         i  i  I    i  1    ■    ' "-rr-r1 — " 


Words  and  Melody  by 


THE  PALACES  OF  LIGHT. 


E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 
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1.  Be  -  yond  the  darkness    of      the    tomb,  Are     pal  -  a  -  ces    of    light,     For  -  ev  -  er  clothed  in 

2.  There,crownedwithev-er  -  last  -  ing  joy,    The  blood-washed  myriads  reign,  Ar  -rayed  in   garments 

3=tz 
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T 

ver  -  nal  bloom,  And  bathed  in     glo  -  ry  bright.      \     Clean  robes,  pure  robes,  In 

snow -y   white,    Unmarred  with  sin      or    stain.      J  clean  robes,  pure  robes, 


2ife 


i! 


Jo-  sus'  blood  made  white,  "We  all  must  wear  to  en  -  ter    there,   In  the  pal  -  a  -  ces    of  light. 


E1Z£--=F=E 


.0-1-0 0- 


3.  And  may  I  have  a  dwelling  there, 
A  homo  at  God's  right  hand, 
A  mansion  gol  In,  bright  and  fair, 
Within  that  better  land. — Chorus. 


4.  O  palaces  of  glorious  light, 
I  long  your  bliss  to  share! 
Dear  Jesus,  cleanse  me  in  thy  blood, 
And  give  mo  entrance  there.— Chorus. 


THERE'S  SOMETHING  TO  DO. 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  ELLSWORTH. 

The  first  and  third  lini'j  may  be  sung  as  a  solo  hy  a  base  voice. 


Musio  by  J.  H.  TENNEY. 
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1.  Whvstandyebere  idle? Work  presses      to-day  I    ]  jto      dol      The  field  is  enlarging,  the 

2.  Thtj  Sabbath  School  needayou,  just  enter  an  laee,  II  re's  Bomething  to   do !  Th.egrouadnaedspreparing,then 

N_J*     J.     #.     »     •     •      »T*      N      h    S    r\    h    N 
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ju^-fr-h  h  ,y.>- 


0  T_#_ 


2^5—S-i-s—s—  /—>—/■— E35 — - — - 1 V-i>-    T-&T-  '  \     '*>  I  I*    'y>    U    L<    !x    l< 


An,  >   — >- a — 0 #- 1   0—0—0—0— 0 — 0-\-0—m 1— *-.-*-. — * — m 


Cfa 


?S 


>  Find  something  to 


la-bor-ers  few.There  always  iasomethingor  other    to  do,   Yes,  somethingto  do. 
towing  the  seed.    Bo     i-dle  inSpring-timel'tdafolly  in-deed/1  i  todo. 


•     ••••/       s    s     ' 
-N — H-    • 


w      v      k      s  o       s 


do, Something, yes,soinethingtodo, Tin. \Li>-;'  riscalling.yes.call 

^  ^~.  N    N    N    N    K     N     ' 

tN.    ,     *  *  »—r«'— »—*—«—»— J  r0\0  0  , 4-  0     0     0-  0-0-.  * 


do,  Something,  ycs.something  to  do,  The  M  dling,yes,callingforyou  Find  something.yes.something  todo. 

! 0 


7    VH 

3.  Don't  say  you   i  to  old  or  unfit, 

That's  nothing  to  jrou ! 
The  M  i-i  r  is  i  .  railing  for  you, 

He  rarely  has  something  or  other  to  do, 
Yea,  something  to  do. — Chorus. 


4.  Then  up  and  away  I  In  the  vineyard  to-day, 
Christ  waiteth 
II  a  love  should  remind  j    u  and  gratitude  ^'«ak, 
The  debt  you  »rr  o  >uld  press  you  to  seek 

line  t  i  di 


SITTING  AT  THE  FEET  OF  JESUS. 


Music  by  H.  E.   KIMBALL. 


feet  of  ,Te  -  sus,  Oh,  what  words  I  hear  him  say!  Happy  place,  so  dear,  so 
feet  of  Je  -  sus,  There  I  love  to  weep  and  pray,  While  I  from  his  fulness 
._g — *       ft a„_g 1 g — g— g — *-T-g-  "• ? * e * p_  _* 
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Chorus. 


pre-cious, 
gath  -  er 


May    I    tliere   be  found  each  day.      )  TT       T,,i        ,  r 

n    J         j         r,  >„j^        r  Here  1 11  rest  lor  -  ev  -  er, 

Grace  and  comfort    ev   -  ry    day.      ) 


V     9    V 

Here  I'll  res!  for- 


ty i  i    r  i~P~r  'f  t — * — r  'i  i*  •  r^~*~r g  r~r*~f~~if  \t  *  *  *  ^s~ 
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.  Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

I  would  choose  that  better  part; 
Flee  from  earthly  cares  and  pleasures, 
While  I  tell  him  all  my  heart. — Chorus. 


Bless  me,  O  my  Saviour.hlcss  me, 

As  I'm  sitting  at  thy  fei  I, 
Oh!  look  down  in  love  upon  me, 

Let  mo  eee  thy  face  so  sweet. — Chorus. 


Words  by  Mrs. 


A.  L. 


THE  WONDERFUL  LAND. 


DAVISON. 


Music  by  J.  H.  ROSECRANS. 


-  , r— -  l  sJ-= — u 

il land?  Beyond  the  dark  valley    itlie8;Tl    rethesnowsof  the  t 
And  they  call  it  the  land  of  the  blest,  The  world  wh  reth 
Oli!  thatheav-en  of  joy  andof  peace,  Its  mus-ic  we  sometimi  ong  of  its  angels  will 

■0 ■_ — O-r  — 


■o-  o-  -a-  ■#-  ■»■  -o-     -o-  i— 


There  the  snows  of  the  wintcme'er 


c/ 


t>.L>.C.JIaucyouheardoftheu>o>iderj'ullan<!,Bryondthcdarkvalley 

Fine.      Duet. 


it     li 


-I — r 


"^~' ■''— 


fall           No  storms  clnml  tlio  blue      of  its   skies, 

e      That  changeless  doth  ev    -  er  remain, 

come       In       mel  -  o  -  dy   sweet    to  the  ear, 

_■£•- *L_ti * 


Its  beau  -ty  no  mor  -tal  ran  tell,  No 
And  they  who  are  blest  by  His  love,  Are 
When  car  -  ing   and   toil  -  ing  are  done,  When 

Duet. 

+■ 


storms  cloud  the  blue 


S     V     ■*. 


JS     N     -» 


Chorus  D.  C. 


iath  its    loveliness  seen,    Fornonemay  return  who  have  fvass'd  The  valley  tliat  li  -  eth  1  i  I 

ned  from  earth  and  its  wrong,  Savesnffi  red  l  "it  now  are  at  rest,Have  wept,  bul  in  glad  Bong. 


eye  h 
life  bath  no  moro  to  demand 


At  rest  with  the  loved  I  shall  be,    At  home  in  the 


Beauti-ful    Lam 
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Words  by  E. 
Alleqro. 


A.  HOFFMAN. 


SING,  BIRDS,  MERRILY  SING. 


Music  by  R.  A.  KINZIE. 
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1.  The  spring-tirnecomes.theairgrowswarm, The  treesbud  forth  in      lea -fy  green,  And  in  the  woods,  and 

2.  The  summer  comes,  the   flowers  bloom,   All   na-ture  rings  with  glad-some  song,  For  in  thi   mountain, 

3.  O      sons    of    earth,    if  birds  thus  bring  Un -to   their  Ma  -  ker  chanting  praise,  Lit  us  be     grate-ful 
-e-        -a-  -»-  .  -a-      s-      ■&■      -o-  .     -0- 
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in   the  vale,  The  rob-in   and  its  mate  are  seen, 
hill  and  dell,  The  birdstheir  happy  notesprolong. 
too  and  sing, With  thank-ful  hearts  bur  gladsome  lavs. 


Sing,  birds,  merri-ly, 
Sing,  birds,  merri-ly 
Sing,  then,  merri-ly, 


merrily  sing!  Sunbeams  warmth 
merrily  sing!  Summer  with  its 


merrily 


siug!   God  is  good,  and 


Repeat  Chorus  to  first  O'erse  each  time. 
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balmy    air,      Earth  grows  green  again    and      so      fair,     Sing, 
joy      is   here,    Flow  -ers         fair      and      fruits  ap  -  pear,     Sin< 
kind,  and  true,    He      has      geit  -  ly        cargd    for    you,      Sins 


birds,  merri  -ly, 
birds,  merri  -ly, 
then,  merri  -ly, 
■«-       -0-  -a-  -0- 


merri  -ly  sing! 
merri  -ly  sing! 
merri  -ly 

*    *     * 
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SAILING  FOR  GLORY. 


Music  by  T.  MARTIN  TOWNE. 


'Wordn  by  E.   A.  HOFFMAN. 

»,     U    v>    V    &  *-^  v—       "*"  "^  "•"    • 

1.    Out    on    the     o  -  cean  wi  i  Out  on    fho    ocean     of    time,  Bound  for   the   ha-ven   <<f 
2     Out    on    tho     o  -  cean  we're  sailing,       0 -ver  the  white-crested  deep;     Leaving  the  tempests   be- 


'V*~   *EZB    v  -    S    s  g|~]     j"HF~fr=r*=*    s    s  £=} 
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1  for   a  happi  -er    clime.        )  .  •,•  -r  •  •,■  ■,■       r\  i       n 

,      i  ■  ,  ,         '■    ,  >  Sailing,  sailing,    Bailing,    sailing,  Out  on 

hind  us,         Joyous-ly  onward  we  sweep.       J  &'  °'  5'  b' 

, ,  , s  .«.    £    £        ^  £  ^:  ^  £ 
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fail  -  mg, 


Bound  for    tho    ha-ven    of     glo  -  ry,  Bound  for    a     hap-pi  -  cr 


_r: — # — #-•— i * — # — *— i  -*  ■■•—  *---n 
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3.  Out  on  the  ocean  we're  s;iilin  >. 
Braving  the  wind  and  the  tide; 
Ji  bus  commandeth  our  ve     1, 

tarely  onward  we  glide. — Chorus. 


*       *       /       J       V        J 
4.  Out  on  t!ie  oi  ean  we'«re  sailing. 
Bound  !'  <t  yon  beaul  iful 
There  to  be  happy  with  Ji 

Dwelling  in  light  evertnore. — Chorus. 
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WE  WILL  FOLLOW  JESUS. 


Words  by  E.  R.  LATTA. 

—4 


Music  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 
SI  I  r>  S 


il 


1.  We  will  fol  -low  Je  -  sus,      Je  -  sus  cru  -ci-fied,      We  will  not  forsake    him,  tho'  the  world  deride; 

2.  We  will  fol  -low  Je  -  sus,  His  dear  cross  we'll  take,  Ev-'ry   sin   and  fol  -  ly       will-ing-ly    forsake; 

■&■  '  -0-    ■#-  '   ■•-    ■#•  -0-  -O-'  -0-    -0-'  -0-    P-  4—  '  A-    -0.  .    m     -0-  -*-  •    -,?-    ■#-'*-    -A» 

1/       ?     ^       ¥     I  ¥       ¥     ¥       ¥     \ 


To     the   heav'nly   mansions      he      has  gone      heforo,         To     be  scourged  for  sin      no   more. 
He    has  died      to  save     us,      all      our  sins      he  bore,      We    will  praise  him   ev  -  er  -  more. 

h; > r- ^ 1 1 U-^ > ¥ ^ 1 ' L- 1 
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¥       9     '¥       ¥     \         \  '¥       9     '¥       V     \  !  ~       ¥ 

We  will  follow   Je  -sus     to  those  mansions  fair,    lie    a  place  hath  promised  for    us   to  prepare, 
We  will  follow   Je -sus,     He  will  give  us  rest,      And   if  we    are   faithful,   crown  us  with  the  blest; 


1 ¥ ¥—¥ ¥- 


wm 


e  .  -0-  ■*-    -0-  m      m      -0-    -0-  ■*-■#■  a    
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WE  WILL  FOLLOW  JESUS— Concluded. 
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Ho  will  cdino  and  take  us  with  himself  to  bo, 
Wo  will  fol  -  low  Jo  -  sus,  and  when  life  is  o'er 
■#■  *    -0-     -0-  '    -a-     -0-       -0-       ■#•••#■     -0-  '    -e-     &■ 


And    his    glo  -  rv     we     shall 
Reign  with  him  for    cv   -   er  -  more. 


Chorut. 


0-L—0 — Jn_ # — C_  rq*.  •_!■ — '-•—* — * 
-^ • —  ^ / — i 1 
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From  this  world  ....      of  sin  and  care,  We  will  follow  Jesus  to  the  land  of  n  st,  He  will 

world  of  sin  and  care,  sin  and  care,  hind  of  rest, 


\  0  •-—_#  -.t: 
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give us  mansions  fair,  Ho  will  crown  us  in   the  regions  of  the  blest. 

give  us  mansions  fair,  mansionsfair,  of  the  blest. 

-f-'f-    ■*■'■*■    ■*- -0-  '  -0-    -0-       ■*-'■*-     0    .   -*-_0    .   f-    m    .  ■+■    m 
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Words  by  J.  W.  BROWN. 


THE  SILVERY  CHRISTMAS  BELLS. 


Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 

^—  -V Sj       -  I  h f 
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*s  J  t/  ■ — 

1.        The  bells,  the  bells,  the  Christmas  bells.  How  merrily  they  ring!  As     if  they  felt  the  joy  thev  tell  To   ev-'rv  human  thine. 
'-'•  ,     The  bells,  the  merry  Christmas  bells.They  re  ringing  In  the  morn  !  They  ring  when  in  the  eastern  skr  Tlie  golden  light  is  born; 

.';.  The  beUs,thesilv'ryChristii)as  bells, O'er  many  a  mile  they  sound!  And  house-hold  tones  are  ausw 'ring  them  In  thousand  homes  arouiid. 


Cra 


=-1  r. 
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Their  silv'ry  tones  o'er  vale  and  hill,Re-ech  -o     far  and    near.  As  ware  on  wave  the  tide  of  sound.  Comes  swelling  soft  and  clear. 
They  ring  as  sunshine  tips  the  hills.  And  gilds  the  gilst'ning  spire.When  thro'  the  sky  the  sov'relgn  sun  Itolls  ids  full  orh  of  live. 
Let  child-hood's  voices,hlithe  and  shrill,  With  youth's  strong  accents  blend, Let  ev'ry  thankful  human  heart  In  praise  to  God  ascend. 
I       1       1       t       1       I       I       I       I       I       I       t       t        - — -  ^  „ 
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C7tor 


— V — r — Lr — r— ?-c-  ^-^==* r  ^-ffi- :  -Lf— »-f -#-g-«V^— " 


Ring,  ring, 


ring,   while   we       sing 

while  we  sine. 


The 


sounding      Joy  your 
■<«-•♦- 


mo r  -  rv    ititi  ■ 


--r*      -f>  -'-rM— * 


— i-P 1 l, , £-g: l =Lr=p_=r£^_  ^ j._i ^y — * — ij 


THE  SILVERY  CHRISTMAS  BELLS -Concluded. 
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r  np<l  tofl. 


W-  '  ' 


dim. 


.  1 ^pp.  - . . . :  ^^sm&^^mm ... 1 1 


Swecl Sweet Sweet   sll  -  ve  -  ry  Christmas  bells 

Sll  -ve-rj  Christmas  bells,           Sll-ve-  ryCbrlstmas  bells,  SllvoryChrl  imas  bells, 

■#-  s  s  V  -»s   —• • 

t-  £  p  f  v  i           k  *  "  '    "  '  1  - — -i  — H    1 


WHO  IS  A  GOGD  SCHOLAR? 

Words  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORW1G,  Music  by  GABRIEL  MIESSE. 


1 

1.    He  wbo  always  is   In  time,  in  bad  weather  and  Bnnshtno,  He  who's  always  clean  and  neat,  And  In  Bllenoe  takes  bis  si'at. 
•.'.  lie'.-,  a  .scb.  iiar  good  and  « lse,Who  the  sabbath  Bohool  does  prize.  And  begins  in  youth  lolnve.He  who  came  front  h<  av'nabovo. 
."•.  He's  a  selinlar  C'">d  andjnsl  \iei  whom  ev'ry  one  can  trnsuThal  ohei  j  with  J  •>•  each  rule.  Of  the  ho  -lj  Sabbath  School, 
4.  lie's  the  scholar  best  of  all.  Who  o        »  the  t>a\  lour'scall,  Spending  life  In  acts  of  love,  Winning  souls  to  heuv'n  above. 


r^ -0-O  0  .0    »  _##_r  ,»»_#_#♦_*■_#_,_*.»_#_#>,  J I   »  ft".?"  »    j»    0     -j -., 


Clio  rug. — .1  Uttl 


.    ._, —  — «■_ — -i — 1 — 1 — . — ^_n._4 — # — — 1 — ,_  _«■ -mT — ^ — b, — 1 — 1 — 1 — . ,_ 


That's  the  scholar  who    Is  good.  And  would  bring  In  if  be  could,  Ev'ry  child  fi-omninhc  street,  In  the  Sabbath  Bel 1  to  nu  et 


j; 


.0.0    o    o  0?  C  c  o  o 


"  ■*    "    '  ,#■  '2  L ""— , 0—0-«?.eocc0_a—a_e_0o.^0..  —  .o    o   0      , 
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ONLY  JESUS  CAN  SAVE. 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 
Moderate.  .    ,      ( 


I 


■ft— 


2=*- 


I    -I — h— ]-r- 


Music  by  A.  J.  ARMSTRONG. 


-*  ha — #— "H  t-i---#- 
-•^jjsi-T-r- 


:?=*zzf=I 


I     T     rs  will  notsaveme!  ITlceasethenmywecping.Thestainsofmysinslie  toodeeponmysoul.ril  flee  to  my 

2.  Works  will  notsaveme!  I'll  cease  then  to  trust  them, Too  longlhavetrustedin  what  I  have  done, I'll  como  in  my 

3.  Jo  -  sus  can  save  me,  Aiy  glorified  Saviom!  Thebloodthat  he  shed  as  atonement  for  sin,  Alone  has  the 


■fa    #•  4 

linn 


^*— s 


E  ^    *.  h2 


-na- 


■P    +- 


« — © 0-\-ri S — *"t-« — & 0--\-<S «— g-l-ft '— #-f- 


CJw: 


mm 


Saviour  whosewarmheartisloaping  To  welcome,  forgive    and  to  make    me  whole, 
weak-ness  to  one  who  invites  me,  And  of -fers  free  par-don   in    11 13     dear  8011. 
pow-er      to  wash  my  defilement,  Tins  on  -  ly   can  make  me  all  pure      within. 

*-     „        -  ?1   £L      4L      <±      S-    +-       „        m      m       &•        -0 


Jesus  can  save  and 


) -*— 3— *— o . \-g  i  I  y:fi~-0--0-0->i0—0-*—*—0—0-\:0—0--0—0-TF*—*—* 


Jesus  alone,    Jesus  alone,    Je-sus  alone,  Jesus,my  Lord  and  my  Saviour.  I  own,  Jesus, mySavinur,I  own. 
**■■*•■*-•.  .  ..■M-*-*--m-*--<!r-£'+--*So.»0    0o^+-a 


DON'T  GROW  WEARY. 
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Words  by  Rov.  F».  S.  ORWIG. 


Music  by  J.  H.  RHETEM. 


•  •  r  ^  ^  r 

1.  Ti;  lit  and   life    for  -  ev  -er,  Where  the  man-y    mansions    be,      Ami  the    Bpir -it  swells  with 

2.  Mourning  pilgrim,  don't  grow  weary,  Hold  thou  on      a    few   moreyears,    r  ..i  -1  ■<  >r    on    in      Je-sus' 

3.  Rising    up    from  earthly      sorrow,      We    before  the  throne  shall  stand,  Where  the 


Ch 


-.\-J- 


T" 

mansions 


longing,    There  to  dwell    e  -  ter   -  nal  -  ly,  ") 

vineyard,   Tho' thy    bow  -  ing  be      in   tears,  >   Where  the  man-y 

Welcome     To   that  land,    that  hap-py   land.  J 

• — i v — v-J- 


Z. 


M.        't  p~V'|  p'"  ? — I 


4~1       I 


be, 


We 


> — *<— r 


,-\ 


g=r€=  -— g^S-  -^-: — « — *-{-» — # — * <-]-> #— * ^—  — ;   -o-'-i 


dwell    e  -  ter 


nal  -  ly,      Where  the  man  -  y        mansions    lie,  We  shall  dwell  o  -ter  -  qi 


?: 


•  • 
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CLINGING  TO  THE  CROSS. 


Words  by  Rev.  B.  M.  ADAMS. 


Music  by  J.   H.  HARRIS. 


^-Zl=l-T- 


g-.-j — i 


t— * 1- 1 — I 1 — « — •-+-*—-« — ^ — 1 — ■* i---a  \~% • 1 « 

— 4 — wl-9—-*—* — #-x-S-v-#— a — ^^-r-*— »-.-0L* — *— ■*. — *— t 


1.  Sad  and 

2.  Ohlthej 

3.  Oh!  refine    me 


weary  with  my  longing,  Filled  with  shame  because  of  sin,      As        lam    in  conscious  weakness, 
oy     of  knowing  Je  -  sus,    It    is  dawning    on    my  soul!      I      am  finding  his    sal  -  va-tion, 
tliy  spir-it,  Make  my  earthly   life  sublime,  Make  my  heart  a  home  for     Je  -  bus, 


:B 


:«— 


-«-T-  * — * 1  4- 

-0.-0 — 0 — 0-f 


Here  1  would  sal-va  -  tion  win. 
And  the  pow'rthatmakesmewhole. 
Till  I'm  done  with  earth  and  time. 

-i—  "*-     a         m        ■#■">#■        ^ 


All    I  have    I  leave  for  Je  -  sus,    I    am  counting 


■#-  JL     -*- 


-«-+-!— j— i ^= 


r- 


X  •  * 


it    but  dross, 
£    *    * 


r=r:jciv^_* — «_i  _y     w     — ii 


.J__s_J_ 


4 


t*E;Ea 


3^ 


0 


I  am  coming  to   the  Master,    I  am  clinging  to  the  cross, Clinging,    clinging,  clinging  to   the  cross. 


Words  and  Music  by 


COME  INTO  THE  FOLD, 


Mrs.  SUE  M.  O.  HOFFMAN. 
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p,      |,  _  mi--,   out  ra.   u.    nui-MViAM. 

1.  Comein-to    the  fold,    I  -to    the  fold,  Out-side  of  the  gate  are  tl  Ithecold     Come 


2.  Come  in-to 
a  in-to 
4.  Co: 


the  fold 
the  fol.l 


£om''  !                     I,  Out-  ,.:  i  ,.  ,|,i    (',,,,.,. 

'             "'  '    :                                                      r,  and  w-  '  )    The 

a  in-to   the  fold,  I        linfromt 
*--*—*—♦—        — «— * — * — «-T_*_*_#_T.# #_    - 


L    L       H-r  1 


the  fold  ere 
•  tie  lamb-kin; 


">se  round  thee  a n<l  hide    the    dear   S.i  -  umni  frnm 


the  darkness    of  night,  Close  round  thee  and  hide    tTie   dc'ar 
..  up  -  on    his  dear  breast.  The  Sa-viour    will  fold    thee    and  hush  thee     to 
sheep  hear  his  vo,(-ewherethep-eenr.mureprows,  And   follow         his  steps  where  the  stream  of      life 
par-don    and  hap  -pi -neas  thou  ahalt  receive,     And  Je-sus       un -to    thee     his  sweet  peace  will 


Wrr-f-fl  I 


ne  in-to    the  fold      comein-to     the  fold,  Oh.wanderno  longer  out-side  in  the  cold! 


si<?ht 

a  in,    lit  -  tie  lamb,    come  in  -to 

•  in, wand' ring  .        ..  m  .;,, 

Come  in,    all  who  will,    come  in  -to 


the  f..ld, 
the  fold, 

the  fold, 


Oh,  suf-fer  ne  longer  out-side   in  the  i 
Oli,  tar-ry   no  longer out-i  •••cold! 

(r  will  je  wander  out-side   in  the       I 


I  =l!=. I      I. .  ,\...  .1. .  .1    II 
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"Words  by  S. 


MAKE  ME  HOLY. 

Music  by  JAMZS  McGRANAHAN. 


^^=t=^=X==iP^U Jq=rp^^^nj=rt=!^-j-^---J„-l-|--!-J-r-     ITT    I   I   J+4— jrj^j 


f-z-gr*-  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  r  *» **. 

1.  Father,  I  would  be  made  ho-ly,C'leanscdfiomcv'ry  single  stain;  Oh,  Impart  to  me  this  hlcssing,Thro' the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

2.  6  rant, oh  grant  mo  my  petition!  Drive  nn-ho-ly  tho*ts  away;  Change  to  joy  my  deep  contrition,  Turn  my  night  to  glorious  day. 

3.  I  am  weak  and  sinful,  Father;  I've   no  merits   of  my  own;  JIako  me   holy,   Lord!  I  claim  it  By  \he  merits   of  thy  Sou. 


IE L, , »__.  J.f 1_-| |_L| . 


-I 1 {=»— 1» 


■jg-  jg. 


P-,-©- 


o— s-15— »- 


-jg— »-i — 


ess 


Make  me  ho  -  ly.pm'c  and  clean.  Here's  my  heart,  Lord,  enter  In,  Enter  in,     en-ter    in,     Blessed  Saviour  en-ter     In. 

"-  „  *-±c-a    &-*.*.  AX     fa-     4     1      I  .    0         r±\ 

-K-la-r-*  — r-P— I        P-  U-i-^=rg-    — rrj— d     **J.-|  —  -      ^.'L;;^— g-pqig--^- J-gjlg- 


-p— p  -p'—  «  p©— p — -— pi — p — 1 — *-  - 


£ 


-o*- 


^—  P1— ^L^T-Tczsi: 


t= 


wmm 


Moderate. 


GOOD  NEWS  COMES  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

MISSIONARY. 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  I.  BALTZELL. 


:S_iL-p^*2=P=zI 


1  — "1     v  •    ~     ~    ~  —  1 

1.  Good  news  comes  o'er  the  pea,      And  tells     of  vie  -  fry  there ;      The  heathen  bow  tho    knee, 

2.  The  glorious   gos-pcl      light,       In   splendor  shines  to-day;  Where  naught  but  darkest  night, 


In 
Fell 


_at_u.i_t=P-+— p-  l-r- r—  >-i-j— p-t — pr ! /-i-i — P=5 p=P=  -t P=3 


GOOD  NEWS  COMES  O'ER  THE  SEA  -Conclude*?. 
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hum-ble,  fervent    pray'r,    I   mg   wait -ed  we      to      hear 
on  tlir  heathen's  way.    Brave  Christiana  heard  tli<;  cry 


r  > 

I         glorious   ti'l  -  ings    come, 
That  came  across 


J/ 


i 

s 


-{1 1 n. 1 p__#_A_*j — — j — I ^ 1 ^T . — pr— i — o ,  — O ^— r 


claiming  vie  -  fc'ry  there,Where  darkness  reigned  alone, 
help   us,   ere    we    die,    Come,  help     us      to        bu  free." 


71 P  T.    P   I 7~ 

Ke-joice,  ....  re -joice,  .  .  .    Good 
Rejoice,  rejoice,    rejoice,    rejoice. 


m 


wmmm 


-r r-*—[-£ » — »-T-» 0 — i 0 — T 

-"■---  Nf  r  r  Mf  r      f 

■i — l—^-L~^ — / — ; v-*-\ «<    1       ^ — I 


lH 


^ 


i 


-Ki— i-v  i  ■  -^  [ — *  i- -r—.-j — > ;■*>*_  j ,>     i — fu- —    '  c—  #_  ; 


news  cornea  o'er    the     Bea 


?     ' 


if. 


" 


-P-H- 


k   f.  p  r     p  *■"    ""i  ~p  *  i    I- 

e  -  joice,  ...       re  -  juice,  Good  news  conies  oer  the  sea. 

■ice,    rejoice,    rejo     ,    ■   joice. 

* 0— — (._T.  0 -+L-0 0^m ._, #_ 


3.  They  t>ntl<-  nilieii  to  home. 

To  friends  and  loi  ed  ones  dear: 
They  crossed  the  oceans  loam, 

Tlnv  landed  safely  mere. 
Thej  raised  tin-  banner  lu-ixht 

On  AJr'.c'shostllc  shore-. 
The  lieatlien  law  alight. 

Where  darknesa  reigned  before, 


vmm^mmmm 


Oh,  see  them  coming;  home  I 
The  poor,  degraded  race  \ 

The  Master  bids  them  < o 

To  seek  hl'«sa\  lot'  grace. 
\:  i     ns'  reel  they  rail; 
To  heaven  the]  nit  their  cry; 

Hi'  hi  :irs  their  Simple  call— 

Hi-  saves  them  ere  they  die.— Cno. 


.  awake!  the  sun  Ishtfrh; 

The  Master's  calling  you  I 
M'h\  stand  ye  Idle  bj  t 

Tliere's  work  for  yon  to  do  I 
Your  treasures,  prayers,  ami  tears,  i 
Go,  la)  in  Jesus'  feel ; 

hi  we'll  mii*  the  son<r 
Of  \  Ictor)  complete*— CHO, 
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OUR  BEAUTIFUL  DEAD. 


Words  by  Mrs.  SUE  M.  O.  HOFFMAN 


1,  Loved  ones,  coine  bear  her  away     to    her  rest;  Fold 

2.  She,        was  our     i-  dot,  our  loved  one,  our  own;  God  t 

—A-'-^0  _g_g_;_k»_g 

<i— i — — Ar= — v- — t  --*»-= — ^ 


Music  by  W.  T.  ROGCR3. 


[  hands        across 
best     to  call  his 


the  still  breast.  Gath-er    (he  white  robe  «- 
lainlj  home;  Grieved  ones,  oh  chide  not  the 

■e- ,    ■*•  ■£  -*<="*#■ 


_,_J_    s  _fc_h_ 


.« — # 1 — I ! ! 1 — p 1_Uj-t-# — j 1— U.^-0-l 0-~-9- — 9-U«:--^-U-S-J i  .  0 — S- r 

V — p — 0^t^-0-j-0 — 0 — 9 — O — 0-L%-\-0 — g — 0 L ^1  ^ L<»  i  * — La  ^1.         ^-*-^-- — *-  r 


round  the  cold  clay,     An?els  have  borne  her  fond  spirit  a-  way.   i 
hand  that  would  save.Heaven  hath  ta-ken  but  that  which  It  gave.  < 


Beau    -    -    - 
Beautiful,  beau- 


.*— 0- 


-0-1-0 — 0- 


H: 


tl  -  ful    dead,  Beau    -    -    -  tl  -  ful 

ti-ful    dead,        Beauti-ful,  bcautl  -  ful 

^   £     -Ti        +•'*-+■    *■'■»-    ■*- 


•    P    • 


: r_ > — i -a  — — L* ^ — a — m — a — #-J--5-  — 0 — % 0 — - — ■-• 

y      $    p      w  m  '^    "    "    *    ~      0  >^    0      r 


dead, 


From     her  earth's  til  -  als 

•  £.    £.    £    Zl    t: 


I 

and     sorrows  have   fled,  An  -  gels  are  watching'our  beau- ti  -  ful  dead. 


3.  Sm  might  have  blighted  your  beautiful  one, 
Sorrow's  dark  clouds  around  hc-r  been  thrown, 
Jesus  will  cherish  the  lamb  of  the  fold, 
Safe  in  his  bosom  your  darling  enfolds  Clio. 


-f|      0    9—W4 -i — i *-'^\  I 


4.  Weep  where  they  pillow  her  beautiful  head, 
Hallow  with  tears  the  grave  of  the  dead. 
Pray  that  to  you  the  grace  may  be  giv'n, 
Yonder  to  meet  her  and  greet  her  in  Heaven. — PJm. 


RALLY  ROUND  OUR  STANDARD.  21 

Worcia  and   Melody  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN.  Harmonized  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 


^ 


. 


11^111111311111 


S     N 


■m  \  $&*=m 


1.  We    fling  one    banner    bo                    ze,    In    our     Ro-d<    mer's  name,  ) 
Thro'   all   the  lands  and  o'er  the     sea5;,      8al-va-tion   to    proclaim.  ) 

2.  Our  ban -ner   is  the  blood-stained  cross,  On  which  our  Saviour  died,  ) 
Conn.-  help  oa  spread  its    sav-ing  pow'r,      O'er  all   the    na-tions  wide.  ) 

3.  0    como   and  join    us    as      wo   march,   To      jron-der     re-giona  fair,  ) 
Wu       onward  journey  hand  in    hand,     To     end-less    glo  -  ry  there.  ) 

-»— -*_*_# . «—  t  fj-f 


Rally  ronnd  our 

Rally  round  our  el  i . 


ife=~ 


u-Jl , m a m_       r ,__» m  -m  w — r      -rw.» . B — ff_r 


rqz 


•:: 


9 0—0 — 0  •*■-&- 


ffl 


^IUPa 


standard,  Rally  i  oar  standard,  Rally  ronnd,         our  standard/Wi  tlingforthe 

standard,  Rally  round  the  glorious  stan  lar<  1,1  ;a!  !y  roan  I  the  glorious  b  tan  lard.We  an  battling  for  the  Lord, 


_GL 


.#_#_#    ,  »_# 


— — i — r~, — /T~r-T"^- 


»?^f f  f ;  .itom^^pi 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN.    TENDERLY   GUIDE  ME.  Melody  by  J.  A.  MUNK.  M.  D. 
V+ -3 tf-L# .    _#_L#_#_<P — ^   1*    0         \-g «-Lr--. «-■■#-»-#-  0-0-'%  *>    %   <5-»« 


-~f —  o  •  m  -  -#-•-# — 0 — e — m-'  m  0-gf  '  w —         -   sr  ■  i  — >  '  w    www  m — ww  0 

S  I 

1.  Dli-sscd  Redeemer,!)  iiderly  guide  mo  Thro'  this  world  or -in  bud  carejn  U13  clcfl  1  lde,oli  sorely  liido  mp.Tirlnpmiat  last  lotliyklnjj- 

dOUl 

J.  Wiini  sorrows  hnrden  and  rears  annoy  me,ne  my  comfort  and  ruystayjntby  sweel  service,  Lord  .employ  rae.Lead  me  along  In 

-f0-0-  -0-0-         _     m  -S--0-         -■*"«-  I    -     v  .         row  way. 

0   o   *      ..Jt- 


jerT-rf-T        ~°\m     «*|— r-P  I  »     ■     &     g  .  ffif-r?  ■  ■     <*     "~  *  1  ~   *  1  *    *  *  £  2  '  1  '  » 
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AT  THE  GATE. 


"Strive  to  enter  in  at  the    strait    pate." 
Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER.                                                  Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 
J 1 , 1 w--. 1 , 1 1 1 1 1 J-r-J M*- 


— —-a — 0 — 0 — 0— *JjS^ — i--*~5-1-» — » — 0 — 0J — : '-* — #— « — »J-^ — 0—0-0 — L0 — 0 — 0—0->— *  -=•  -L 

1.  I'm  waiting     at  the  gate,  Jesus,  "With  all  my  load  of  sin,  If    I     am  not  toolate,  Jesus,  Oh,  come  and  let  me  in. 

2.  I       want  to  walk  with  thee,  Jesus,  Along  the  narrow  way,  Oh,  reach  thy  hand  tome,  Jesus,  Oh,  let  me    hi   to-day! 

3.  I'm   praying   at   the  gate,  Jesus,  Thy  hlood  is  all    myp!ea;My  sins  I  know  are  great.  Jesus,  But  thou  hastdied  forme* 

4.  I     want   toshare  thy  love,  Jesus,  Andrest  in  thine  embrace.  And  in  thy  courts  above,  Jesus, For-ev  -er  see  thy  face. 


—— — -* -r"#"— J « 0-r-G 0—0—0-r-m #—'#"—  0-ra'-m-,-0 O 0 »-r'2— *—  m— J r0 

i     i.   i     i     I     i/  * 


Chorus. 

I'm  kneel  -  ing, 

~l- 


If    I   am  not  too  late, 
J 1 — I — i-^ — 1 — 


Dear  Je  -  sus,  let   me  In. 


MZjtztr*-^ 


=| 


»— # 


I'm  kneeling, kncellng,l>neeling  at  the  gate /With  all  my  load, my  load  of  sin,  If  lam  not  too  late,too  late,Dear  Jesus,Iet  me  in! 


I        I 


0-0 -0    0-0- 


ii^EHSEifese 


0-0    0.0 


I        I     J        I 


Words  by  A.  W.  ORWIG. 
ti     Dolce  con  cspressione 


DEATH  OF  A  SCHOLAR. 


Musie  by  GABRIEL  MIESSE. 


n    u      j-jvu  v.  curt  vspn  satunc. 


1.  Death  has  been  here,  and  from  our  midst  Has  rudely  borne  away.  One  whom  we  always  loved  to  greet,  Each  holy  Sabbath  day. 

2.  And  while  we  keenly  feel  our  loss.  And  o'er  his  absence  weep,  We  will  not  mourn  in  bitterness;       In  Christ  lie  fell  asleep. 

3.  Oh,        let  us  all   tho     Saviour  seek,  And  walk  the  narrow  wuy,Aud  then  sometime  we  too  shall  rise  To  ev-er  -  last-ing  day. 


-0--0—0'—0- 


m—l^PL-H-i-i^e-,. 


i  l         i>  i  1  i 


WHO  SHALL  WALK  IN  WHITE? 
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Words  by  E.  A. 


HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  R.  A.  KINZIE. 

Girh, 


1.  Who 

2.  Who 


-  s 


rt 


pi  I  h-H^zfrfa  j  i j  ^i^ 


shall  walk     in    Heav'na-  bove,     la   yon  homo    of  peace   and  love? 

I  live       in      Miss     a-  bove,     In    yon  home    of  peace    and  love? 

Who     shall  reign  with    Cbrist  a  -  bove,      In    you   home    of  peace    and  love? 


On  -  ly  they  shall 
On  -  ly  they  who 
On  -  ly   they    whoso 


zr=t 


Trri" 


■ — i-i ■ ■ — '-• # * 


Chor 


-3  V  M 


walk      in  Heav'n,  Who 

do       God's  will,      And 

hearts    aro  pure,       And 


on  earth  have  been 
his  ho  -  ly  law 
who    to        the      end 


■*     -+ 


-0- 


w^m 


for-giv  n.  ) 

ful  -  fil.      [ 

eu-dure.  J 


On    -    ly    they,        on    -    ly   they, 


g    L      I 

r  r  I 


I        _*        I  S        .  .         , i.l  ^    _'        .  m  >      J""5 >        I  >         I 


They  whose  robes  aro  clean  and  bright,  On  -  ly    they,    on  -  ly  they,  Shall  with  Jo 
(I     f    f- *■     fl 


BOB  walk    in   white. 
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SINGING  OF  HEAVEN. 


Words  by  Mrs.  A.  L.  DAVISON. 


Music  by  J.  H.  ROSECRANS. 


1.  Tenderly,   soft-ly,  singweof  Heaven,  Sing  of  theSaviouronce  forus   given.  Sing  of     our  Jesus, Who  from  sin  frees  us 

2.  Out  of  i  lie  shadows  leading  us  kindly,  Guiding  our  foot-steps,  staggering  blindly,  Guarding  us  ever,  Falling  us    ntsv-er, 
a.    Trust  him  forever,trust  him  fore v -er,  Loving  tliee  always,  leaving  tliee  never,  Ere  we  be  dy-ing,  Let  us   be   try-injr, 


,-..   ,  /t--F— »— »- 1 — - — t-= — a—  f  ,rr  --*■  -■»-- f--i — r#»- :  r:-a— ■— i — r"-- f  — ^ — ■" — "-i a — a — W  r  f  *  F  ± 
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Chorus. 


Repeat  scfily. 


love.     ) 

more.    >  Trust  Him  for-cv-er,  Trust  Him  forever,  Loving  thee  always, leaving  thee  never. 
kind.     ) 
m  m  m  *  *-  ■  -i       ji  .        .         m  "F-    -tf-*  -F-"  -F--#--*-  _   - 

p-  --, — r rF-"-F— , — ff ____*.? — p^t-i-g-L-p.p-i — r,     .;     q — 1 — 1 — ^o—-^' .-. 


Sing  of  Him  sweetly,  dear  is   His    1 
Glo  -  rl  -  ly   Je  -  BUS,  sing  ev-er 
Faithful   to  serve  Him  who  is   so 


i-H-F— F 


'/—*>—'/- 


F  !  ff-'-P- 
•#--'"-±-J-- 

B 


v   v   v 
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77/£  VICTORIOUS  SAVIOUR. 


Words  by  Rev.  H 


D.   HARTZLER. 


Arranged. 


Bfesj±3E«3-g=E^^  ■  l    «-t 

J_^_.T._i±r_r_^_^L^_F±r_r„,_^ 

pri    -  on;  The; 
keep  -  ing  Of 

fc- f-f~\ 


is    won!    My   Saviour  Las   a    ■ 
D.  8.    Kow  dy  -ing  is      but 

#■ ,__    Hh  |F.,.-ft — F * F. 


fis  -  en,  Triumphant  from  liis      pris  -  on;  The; 
steeping,  In  Bweet  and  gen-tlo     keep  -  ing  Of 

O F~rF F— P F rP- 


THE  VICTORIOUS  SAVIOUR. 
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glorious  work  is   done       Tlio  vie  -  to  -  ry    is    won!      )    _.      ..       .        _   .       .  ,  _, 

God's  ex- alt -ed  son,        The  vie  -  to  -  ry     i,    won!      }   The  liv  -  mg  Christ   is       (ok  -  en,   That 


— rr — * — 0 — »-T^ — 0 — r* — » — « r  ©_• » — 0 — a 0_ 


death   is  bruised    and    n 
<^0=0—0=jr 


I>  8 


°       f      ■*■    *   *    ♦     &• 


death   is  bruised    and    bro  -  ken,  And 


ffoeannal  virion'! 
The  word  <>("  po  ken, 

irt'ul  Bpell  is  broken, 

The  lifted  shadow-  ll  I 8, 

Hosanna!  victory ! 

Oh,  tell  the  world  tho  story 

lory, 
The  victor  o'er  the  grave, 

0  hearts  of  men,  adore  him! 
0  worlds,  bow  low  before  him  I 
None  lives  to  love  like  he, 
iryl 


ii  11   lias  found     de  -  feat 
_* o « ff_.       p  • 


.    -  J.    feet. 


m^m 


T 

my  soul,  r<  j 

!■■ rtal 

18  a  life  i: 

i  Bpirit'sohoioe; 
Rejoice,  my  bouI,  reji       ! 
My  >.r.  i  ii 
llu  pledge  of  I  thee, 

way 
To  nevi  d  iy; 

All  power  to  him  is  giv<  n; 
His  favor  is  my  hea 
1  hear  his  1  iving  voire; 
Rejoi 


1 — 


-E r-0 O 0—0 1 —  11 


Oh  shout  aloud  f 
Lift  u 
1 1  h  ild  him,  .1 :.  I 


id  for  joy 
0 


ion; 


For  him  your  voice  employ, 

And  shuut  aloud  for 

With  kind 

With  arms  oflove  enfold  Him; 

Tn  death  he  is  thy  I 

Thy  peace  i 

Thy  theme  of 

Nor  I',  ath  d  r  Hell  may  >ever 

Krom  such  a  ' 


MAKE  YOUR  MARK. 


Words  by  F. 


B.  COPP. 

h_fcu_h  _j |_ 


-Vt 


Music  by  J. 


H.  TENNEY. 


1.  Not  themark  of  battle,  go  -ry,Notthe  wreath  ofworldly  fame, But  a  mark  of  greater  glo-ry,  Carve  a 

2.  Not  upon  the  granite  bould.r,  Spend  thy  strength  in  ringing  blows,  But  when  holy  passions  smoulder,  While  the 

3.  In  the  haunts  of  vice  andsorrow, In  the  dark  andcheerlesshomes, Where  they  hope  forjoy  tomorrow, Butwhere 


U   0   I      if  ]/  b  U. 0 


v— p 


M-H 


^  0  I      l>  1/  b  u  . 

Chorus.D.  O.Not  the  mark  of  battle,  gory, Not  the  wreath  of 'worldly  fame, But  a  marl  of  greater  glory,  Carve  a 


spotlessChristian  nam e.'Make  your  mark  in  deeds  of  kindness.On  the  weary , sin-stained  heart.Deeds  and  words  that 
soul   to  ru  -in  goes.     Make  itontheheartsofothers.Humanscrollsofneshandblood.Sin-stamedheartsand 
solace  never  comes.  In  the  chambers.darkand  dreary, Where  the  dy-ing  sinner  lies,  With  his  heart  sin- 
/*x7#-tt-»---»— m    .    i-T& 1~»    .    x-r»-'—»—»-    •  I  »        P »■'  •   1    g-f- i—iZZiTS 


spotless  Christian  name. 


V    V    V 

9.  C.  to  Chorus. 


li  if                                        S      S                       N        N 
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heal  their  blindness, Make  the  tears  of  gladness  start. 

hearts  ofbrothers,  Washed  within  thecrimson  flood. 

la-den,  wea-rv,And  the  death-glow  in  his  eyes. 

.«  n*_«_« — f~  .•£•»$■■.  Jc^r  i»  »  y  r-g — -n 


4.  On  the  page  of  Christian  duty, 

Make  it  broad,  and  plain  and  free, 

So  that  all  its  sacred  beauty 
In  your  holy  life  may  see. 

Make  your  mark  where  angels  hover, 
On  the  lost.lhe  good  and  true; 

Let  the  smile  of  Jesus  cover 

All  your  willing  hands  may  do. 

J  (  nor 


/  HAVE  DREAMED  SWEET  DREAMS. 


11 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN 

.1    Ff 


Melody    by  Rev.  J.   H.   KEELER. 


!'• 


an  this 


/    9 

1.  I  havedreamedsweetdreams  of  abetter  home, Of  a  bet-ter  home  than  this,      Of  a  home  where  Borrows 

2.  I  havedreamedsweetdreams  of  abetter  life,    Of  a  bet-ter    life    thanthis.Wh  no    con-flict 

3.  I  havedreamedsweetdreainsof  abetter  land,  Of  a  bet-ter  land  than  this,Where  the  ransomed  tread  the 


— 


a 


•    9 


1 H H-1-^ 
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CJiorwt. 
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AEE* 


L-^-.- 


fv-l 
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gol 


I 

is      per  -  feet 
is      per  -  f 
dan  strand,  Where  joy  shall    nev  -    er  cease 

! 


"*— 9 


nev   -  er  come,  'Where  all 
an*l      no  Btrife,  AVlp-re  all 


o.    \  Hs 


?  *  b    b    b    r 


•#]  igi 


appy  home.sweethome.my precious  home, How  I 

h 


up=*=:=:L:!    pa 
— *-L-|— 
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U  U 
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long  thy  hliss  to  share!     Saviour,  take    me  when  life's  work   is   done,  To  enjoy     the  glo  -  ry  I 

i 


f=P-J >— ^jt — i 1 h— ^  — '-'-L' — i *-x , — JJ 


STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 


Music  by  C.  T.   DONDORE. 


4-# — # — 0 — a-\-+--0-'.——*~  -0 — 0 — 0 0}-Z--.—0-}-0 — 0 — 0- 


pi— -a — 9 — a — r 

1.  Stand  up,stand  up   for 

2.  Stand  up, stand  up   for 

3.  Stand  up, stand  up   for 


m 

-0-l~W~ 


■01 1 *-■ *-"-* 0—0- 

Jesus,  Ye   soldiers   of  the   cross!    Lift  high  his   roy-al    han-ner,  It 

Jesus,      Stand  in  his  strength  alone;    The   arm    of  flesh  will  fail  you,  Ye 

Jesus!       The  strife  will  not  be  long;   This   day  the  noise  of  bat  -  tie,  The 


£ — S— t 


a-l-W — 0—0 —  «_T-*: 


-St— 


m 


r      k' 

shall   be 


^-13 .  ?  i 


# — 

suf  -  fer    loss.    From  vict'ry  un  -  to    vic-t'ry  His    ar  -    my  shall  be   led,      'Till 

trust  j'our  own.   Put    on    the  gos  -  pel   ar  -  mor,  And,  watch-ing  un    -  to  pray'r,  Where 

vie  -  tor's  song.   To    him   that  o   -  ver-com-cth,  A   crown       of  life    shall   be,      Ho 

■s-     £ 


-\ — t— I — rr»   V-k 


Chorus. 
For   Je 


sus  stand  firm, 


— #-4 -*?-•-  [-0 
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-St~!- 


-  'i  y  foo    is  vanquished,  And  Christ  is 

-  ty  calls  or    dan-ger,      Be    ncv  -  er 
the  King  of     glo-rv,      Shall  reign    e 


Lord    in-deed.     "1 

want  -  ing  there.  \  Stand  up,  stand  up 

ter  -    nal  -  lv.     J 

■ft-  ■»- 


for    Je  -sus,  Yo 


Jo 

4= 


STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS.— Concluded.  29 

sus  Btand  linn,     For    Ju       -     -     -     sus  st:m<l  firm,  For    Jo     -  sus  Btand  firm. 


boI  -  dicrs  of       the  cross;   Lift  high    his     r  v      -    A    ban-ner,       It  most    notsuf  -  fer    1 

1 1 f--1 1 !-/ 1 S-1-, ?— ■ I /<-   J-»-= JJ 


CHILDREN,  LOVE  HIM. 

Words  by  Rev.   H.   B.   HARTZLER. 


Music  by  J.    H.   RHEEM. 


f~-«- — i — q ,-i n — , 0 0 — 0 0-\-0 — 0 r-4 \ 9—%  . 
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1.  Je  -  sus  Christyour  Saviouris,  Let  Him  take  your  hand  in  His:     He  will  kind-ly  lea<l  you  on, 

li.  Bo  because     He  first  loved  you,  Will  yowtry     to  love  Him  too?  Will  you  kneel  to  Him  and  pray, 

3.  Will  you  dai*  ly,     as  you  need,  In     yourHo-ly      l>i -l>lu  read?  And   in  all  things  try  to  do 

4.  Oh,  yon  will    ho     hap-py  then,  Hap -pier  than   the    richest  men;  And,  when  life  with  you  is  p 


-Q-— I   ^_, L. L ^ OJ #_, L, 1      /_l X 


Till    your  life    on    earth    is    done. 

Tor    His  bless -ing   ev  -  'ry    day?  Lje.BUSiovesyoUilOVeHimtoo,lovo  Him.love  Him,love  Him  too. 

\\  hat  your  ba-viour    teach-  I  J 

You  snail  rest    in  Heav'n  at  last.  J 
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CALL  TO  PRAYER. 


Music  by  J.  H.  TENNEY. 


-g-ti— *jpg-*-g*-*t[8H-g-;-g-g"f-^*-g-g — *-7-j^-<Hj}HT«g— •—  14-g — — « — 3— , 

- —  I  I  — i  [^ 

1.  Come  to  the  place  of   pray'r,  The      dai-ly  work  is     done;    This     ho  -  ly  hour,  the  hour  to  rest,  The 

2.  Come  to  the  place  of   love,      The  saints  in  God  are    one;     'Tis  sweet  to  spend  an  hour  in  peace,  When 

4-4—4-4-       -#-        jTT^       m         •*-■*-     m  . +-  4—       4—    4—       •*• 

7t=tzrt 


rt — i^-i-i 1 — p^i-* — g. 


I H 1 H — I— I h 0 0 
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l^-H 


Spir-it      bids  you  come,  Come  with  u-nit-ed   hearts  and  raise  To  God  the  song  of  grateful    praise, 
dai  -  ly    work  is    done,  And  hold  communion  pure  and  sweet,  Around  the  common  mercy-seat. 

_—    b, — «_•*• — -£_«_•_*_«__* — »_« «__<*_=U?L 

-i^t— r— Pi — lt— t — ^ — *-£ — L-  -'-  -  -r^-i 
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Refrain. —  The  first  line  of  each  verse. 


f*s-i — I m  -i — K — K — S- — ^ Vt — I 1 1 — i -J-1-1  i — I ^~i — ' — K 1 t it 


Come 


*m^* 


come, 


Come  to  the  place  of     pray'r,    Come, 


come 


Come  to  the  place  of    pray'r. 


+*-*'- 


Jyi—^—^U 


t— t  I        I  — r»  .  1 1- 

gililllllfe 


3.  Come  to  the  place  of  joy, 
'Tls Heaven  on  earth  begun; 
'Tis  bliss  to  drink  at  mercy's  fount, 
When  daily  work  is  done, 
And  gather  strength  to  work  anew, 
'Till  sun  shall  set  with  heaven  in  view. 
— Refrain, 


4.  Come  to  the  place  of  rest, 
Where  strong  desires  prevail, 
"Where  hope,  the  Christian's  anchor  sure. 
Iscast  within  the  vail. 
And  grasps  the  Rock  of  Ages  there, 
Where  Jesus  hears  and  answers  prayer. 
—Refrain. 


5.  Come  to  the  Throne  of  Grace; 
The  blessed  hour  will  come 
When  God  will  call  you  to  your  home. 
When  all  your  work  Is  done. 
To  sing  on  high  the  joyful  psalm. 
The  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

— REFRAIN. 


COMING  TO  JESUS. 
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Words  find  Melody  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLEH. 


•  JTZ 


9  -0  -0 


Harmonized  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 

-1 — H-i 


- .:: 


Pil 


1.  is  dear.l  hoar  thee  Bays  "Cometo  me,my child, to-day." Yes,  I  willj'mcomingnow,  Je-sus  dear.I'm 

2.  Speak  to  me,my  Saviour  dear,OwnmethineandMvemehere;MakemywttltoTheeincIin    :  heartwith 

3.  Lut  mo  ecu  thy  smiling  face,  Fold  me  in  thy  warm  embrace;  Lead  me  up  the  shining  way  ,Keep  me  till  thy 

-0-^-0 — * — #-r# — 0 — a— r— 0-2-0 — » — »-r* rr-c-0-  -0 — * — 0- 
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coming  now. 

love  divine.    \  Come  to  Jcsus.comc  to-day,   lie's  the  life, the  truth, the  way.   Yes     I  will,  I'm  coming  now, 
crowning  day. 


1 


4         J- 
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1  , '  yl^n-[—'-<-'f=^0--t0+=^zt0~0^^ 
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Je  -sus  dear,  I'm  coming   now;    Yea     I  will,  I'm    C 
_r m  .  0    0 T-* 0 z. r-*_  -*— * 0-X-0- 


Jo -sus  dear,  I'm  coming  now;    Yea    I  will,  I'm  coming  now,      Je -bus  dear,  I'm  coi 

.N     I         I         I         J 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND. 


Worde  and  Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 

'$$£    i  i  ~ !    ^~~^~i — ir~n — i — ^~^ — :~ 


Harmonized  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 
IS     N     I  .S     N 


:*rat±t! 


\-» — « — »- 
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1.  We   gaze  on  the  hills   of  the  heaven-ly    land,  O'er  waves  that  are    roll-ing  between,    And   we 

2.  The    Saviour    is  crossing  the  swift-rolling  waves,  And  with  him  the  loved  and  the  blest,  Whom  he 

3.  Bevond  the  wild  spray  of  the  swift-rolling  waves    la      heav-en,  resplendent  and  fair;     Oh!    the 

f         I        S     M    '    I*    h 
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Chorus. 
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long  to  cross  o'er  to  the    glo  -ry-lit  strand,  To  the  fields  that  are  clothed  in  green, 
beareth  from  earth  and  its  la  -  bors   away    To   the  shores   of    e  -  ter  -  nal    rest. 
vision  transports  and  enraptures  my  soul,  And   I   long      to   be    o  -  ver   there. 

^         ■*■ 


0   swift     roll-ins 
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H_^_^T.J_J_J_T_^_N. 
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waves!  Bear  my  soul  to  tbe  heaven-ly  strand,  I    long   to  cross  o'er  To  the   beau  -  ti-fal,  beautiful   land. 


^  ^  h  n 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


/  LOVE  JESUS. 
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Music  by  GEO.  D.  LOOMIS. 
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1.  I    Wo    Jp-sus  and  Je-eus  loves  me,  Ho  my    ten-der  Boepherd  will  1 

2.  I    love    Je-sns  and  Je-sufl  lovee  me,  Ho  my    lov-ing    Saviour  will  be;      Ho   will  save  mo  from 

3.  I    I've    Jo -pus  and  Je-su8  loves  me,  Ho  my  friend  lor-ov-or      will  be;      Ho  will  bless  me  with 
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IIn   will  feed  mo   in 


r  Mi.  l  r^*        rM 


EE 


:x 


-P5- 


Chorus. 
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pas  -  turns  fair,  Ho  will  guard  and  pro-tect  me  there. 
all  my  sin,  Cleanse  me,  and  keep  :no  puro  and  clean. 
His    puro  love,      Tako  me      up       to  his  homo    a  -  bove. 
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I   love   Jesus   and  Jo-sus  loves  mo, 
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Oh.howprecious.how  precious  is  He!      I  love  Jesus  and  Jesus  loves  mc.Nonesoprecious.soprc'i  ons  a-  He 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  LIFE. 
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Music  by  J.   K.  COLE 
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1.  Go  forth  to    the   bat-tie     of  life,  Go  while  It     Is  called  to-day.        For  the  years 

2.  Thetroo])s,they  march  onwiird  to  join  The  army  that's  gone  bttore,  You  may  hear 

3.  There's  room,  for  you  now  in  the  ranks,  And  duty  for  you  assigned,   Then  step   into 


go  out,  and  the  years  come  in.  r?c- 
tlii-  sound  ol  their  falling  feet,    Going 

the  front  with  a  cheerful  grace,  Be 
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gardless  of  those  who  will  lose    orwln,     ftcgardless   of  those  who  will  lose     or    win.  Of  those  who  may  work 
down  to  the  river  where  Iwo  worlds  meet,  Going  down  to  the  river  where  two  worlds  ineet,They  go  to  re-turn 
quick, or  an  -  oth  -  er  may  take  your  place,  Be  quick,  or  au-oth-er  may   take  your  place,  And  you  may  be  left 


or     play, 
no     mere, 
be  -  bind. 
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Words  by  JAS.  J.  MAXFIELD. 


HOLY  BIBLE. 


I~ 


Musie  by  J.  H.  ROSECRANS. 
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1.  Ho  -ly  Bihle,  what  a  treasure!  'Tis  the  trti6  guide  up  to  Heav'n,  Purest  fount  ofpe&ce  and  pleasure, 

2.  In  the  pa-ges,  pure  and  holy,  Shine  the 'words:  "Eternal  life,"  That  the    faithful,  meek  and  lowly, 

3.  Oh,  how  very  dark,  and  dreary  All  this  wretched  world  wouldbe,   if  no    promise     to  the  weary 
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HOLY  BIBLE— Concluded. 
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E'er      to     Bin-fnl    mortals  giv'n.   Key      of 
Thro*  this  earth  with  e-vila    rife       May 
Whisper  d,  "Loc  I    am  with  tl  ;  -  ed 


- 
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tlio  ga  tv'n. 

prove  faith  -  fal     in     the  si 
Je    -  sua     bs  an  -to    me." 
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TREASURES  IN  HEAVEN. 

Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER.  Music  by  S.  WESLEY  MARTIN. 


1.  Layyourtreasureshigher.aaferThanthe  golden  stores  of  men.Lest  the  coming    day    ofter  ror  Sweep  them 
ml   aloft  each  blessed  moment  In  some  no-ble    use  to  God;  Make  theworldto  feel  yonrpri  '-you 
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'  '"*     °    -     '  "i  i  to  the  Master,  As  yon  learn  his  royal 


lie  Lineath  the  sod. 


How  theyshine  for 
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"NOTHING  TO  DO." 
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Allajrctlo. 


Music  by  H.  E.  KIMBALL. 
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1.  "Noth  -  ing  to      do"    in   this  world  of  ours, Where  weeds  spring  up  with  the  fairest  flow'rs;  Then 

2.  "Noth  -  in"  to      do  !"  There  are  pray'rs  to  lay      Be  -  fore    the    mer-cy-seat  ev  - 'ry   day:  There  are 

„_u_^^t- t-_T-  -±T— p- — «-p  * 0 — - *-,-? 1 — *-:-*— Mfi a — * /f_ » 


Chorus 
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off  with  the  garments  of  sloth  and  sin,ForChrist,thy  Lord.has^a  kingdom  to  win.     1  Come  come  let  us 


legions  to  conquer  within,  without.And  error  strong  to    be  put 
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la-bor,  Whilo  we  Bojourn  here  be-low,    Great,  great  is  the  harvest,  And  the  la  -bor-ers    are  few. 


I21-  JH*i b-| bdE-i ta; 


3  "Nothing  to  do!"  There  are  minds  to  teach 
The  simplest  accents  ofChristian  speech; 
There  are  hearts  to  awaken  with  loving  wile, 
From  grimmest  haunts  of  sin's  defile. — Chorus. 


T 
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"Nothing  to  do!"  There  are  lambs  to  feed, 

The  precious  hope  of  the  Church's  need ; 

There  is  strength  to  bo  borne  to  the  weak  and  faint, 

And  watch  to  keep  with  the  doubting  saint. — Chorus. 


THE  SPIRITUAL  HARVEST. 
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Words  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORWIG. 


Music  by  W.  A.  OGDEN. 
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1,  Not   a  -  cross  the  surg-ing  o  -cean,  Nor  the  mountains  huge  and  high,     Nor  the  plains  of  vast  di- 

_'.  Souls  without  the  love  of  Jo-bos,  In  -  ter-cept      thee  day  by   day;  Some  perhaps  whom  thou  canst 

S,  i>n    the  high-ways,  in  the  al -leys,  In    the  bus    -    y  marts  of  trad  i,      la    the  pal-  ace,  in    ' 

4.  Up  then,  teachers,  to  the  re-ecuel    Scholars,  seek 


the 


harvest  fieldl      If 


t  al  -  ace,   in    tho 
in    faith  and  love  yon 
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nensions,  Need  st  thou  cast  thv  loti 
pure-  ly    Help      to      find  the  nar  -  row 
cot  -  tage,  Thousands    pull  tho  truth  o 
la  -  bor,     You    shall    fco      a 
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But    a  -  mid      the  scenes  of  ac  -  tion,    All     a- 

Souls  who  may,      ifthoupnn  pur- 

These  havo  all      been   ful-ly  purchased,    By  tho 

And   Uio    ev    -  cr — bless-ed  Mas-tor      Sure-ly 
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round  thoo,  cv'rywhcro,  Thou  canst  find      a  ripened  harvest,    Waiting   for  thy  toil  and        care. 
mo    the  downward  road,  Till    nt   last     the  great  Deetroyer,  Drags  them  to  his  dark  a    -  bodo. 
Saviour's  prec  ions  blood;   And  -shall  not  they  all   be  rescued    From  the  dark,  impending  G 
will     your  toil  repay,       r'ar   beyond     what  earth  can  measure  In  the  realms  of  endless     day. 
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/  REST  IN  THY  LOVE. 


Words  by  Rev.  R.  W.  TODD. 


SEE 


Music  by  HARRY  SANDERS 
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1    While  way-worn  and  weary,     I      journey    along,    Dear    Saviour,  thy  love  is   the  theme  of  my  song; 

2.  While  burden'd  with  sorrow,  And  laden'u  with  woe.Dear  Saviour,  to  thee 'neath  thy  cross  will  I    go; 

3.  While  struggling  for  thee  in    the  heat    of  the  strife, Dear    Saviour,  thy  truth  is  the  shield  of  my   life; 

4.  And  when — all  the  pangs  of  mor  -  tal  -  i  -  ty  o'er —  I  join  with  the  blood-wash'dwhosingontheshore; 

0-^-0— a 
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Thy  smile  is  my  bea-con,  as  on  -  ward  I  move;  Thy  cross  ia  my  shel-ter — I  rest  in  thy  love. 
I  think  of  thy  eor-row  and  anguish  for  me,  And  yield  at  thy  bidding,  my  sor-rows  to  thee. 
My  foesshallbe  vanquished — shall  die  'neath  m}T  feet;  I'll  rest  from  the  conflict  with  victory  complete. 
I'll  dwell  with  thepure  in    thy  tem-ple    a-bove,    For  ev  -  er    and  ev  -  er    I'll  rest    in  thy  love. 
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Ohorus.  p 
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I      rest  in  thy  love,     - 
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yes,  rest  in  thy  love 
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Tho'  way-worn  and  weary,     I 


m 

Rest  in  thy  love, 
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Best  in  thy  love, 


I  REST  IN  THY  LOVE.-Conclmln?. 
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rest     in  thy   love,        Rest     ia 
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yes,  reat    in    thy   1   . 
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Words  by  E.  F.  M. 


THE  STRAY  LAMB. 
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Music  lay  Mrs.  P.   M.  ALSTON. 
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1.  A     foolish    little  lamb,  Strayed  from  the  Shepherd's  fold.  The  way  wag  rough  and  dark.  The  storm  was  drear  and  cold, 

2.  "Oh  why,  why  did  I     leave     My  Shepherd  kind  and  good!  No  comfort   oao     I    find;  No     BhettBtjOare^orfood,*1 
8.  "Could  he  bat  bear  my  roloa,  lint  Ua-ten  to     my  cry!        I'll  plead  In  tones  so  land,  And    to  the  fold  draw  nigh." 
4.    The  shepherd  heard  the  voice,  lie  heard  the  pleading  tone,  And  gently  in  his  arms.  Brought  back  tin1  wand'rer  borne. 


■w'.    '     e    ■*-     ■*■    *!.* 


Di  ar  children,  do  not  leave.  The  precious  Saviour's  fold;    Toe  path  of     sin      la  dark.  The  way  both  drear  and  cold. 
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WATCH  AND  PRAY. 


Words  by  FANNIE  J.  CROSBY. 


THEO.   F.   SEWARD,  by  Permission. 
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1.  When  the  blush  of  morning  light.Paints  the    golden    eastern  skies.  From  the  balmy  sleep   of  night. 

2.  From  the  sul-try  noon-tideheams,Would'stthoufinda  calm  retreat?  Dost  thou  pant  for  cooling  streams? 
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Chorus. 

Trav'ler  on  thy  heav'n-ward  way, 
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,    Jesus  bids  thee  watch  and 


Lift  to    God  thy  waking  eyes.  1 
Iiest  thee  at  the  mer-cy  seat,  J 
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Trav'ler  on  thy  lieav'n-wardwayjle  bids  thee  watch  and 


ig^EE^£Ff=F 


T-0-}-0 « 0 0 *-•,     *-' 

-  -»-•-» — f~* — * — *~T~r    *•  — — 


r 

Trav'ler,  trav'ler  on  thy  heav'n-ward  way,  Je-sus  bids  thee  watch  and  pray. 


Je-susbids  thee  watch  andnray, 


I 


Trav'ler  on  tby  heav'n-ward  way  Jesus  bids  thee  watch  and  pray 
p e      f—e^-P-^-a        fi p—a 


3.  When  the  evening  shades  descend 
Tranquil  o'er  the  earth  and  sea; 
Go,  thy  Saviour  and  thy  Fiiend 

Holds  a  precious  gift  for  thee. — Chorus. 


4,  Watch  with  Jesus  all  the  night, 
Till  the  shadows  glide  away ; 
Watch  till  comes  tho  morning  light, 

Weary  pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. — Chorus. 


PRECIOUS  NAME. 
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Music  by  Rev.  I.  CALTZELL 
J    _l K N 


1.  Precious     La       i 
'1.  Precious    as       t 
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the  aame  of 
the  Med-i    - 


Je    -    bus,  Who  can  half  its  worth  unfold,      Far  beyond      an  -  gel-ic 
a    -    tor,    liv    the  Path  -er  raised  on  high,  Precious,  when  h 
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prais  -  es, 
na  -  tore, 
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tly  sung  to  harps  of  gold. 
Laid  1 1  is  aw  -  ful  glo  -ry   by. 
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rrecious  name, 

Precious  name, 


0  how  sweet,  Precious 

0  how  by. 
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nama,  0  how  sw  Precious  name,  0  how  sweet,  0      how 

Precious  name,  O  how  sweet,  Precious  name,  O   how  sweet, 
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3.  Precious  when  to  Calvary  groaning,!.  Precious  in  ITh  death  victorious,    o.  Precious  Lord,  beyond  i 
He  sustained  tl  tree;  He  the  hosts  of  hell  o'erthrows;  Are  thv  b 

Precious,  when  His  death  atoning,      In  His  resurrection  gtariouj  Glory,  lionor,  power,  an  I 

Made  an  end  of  sin  for  me.  Victor  crowned  o  er  all  his  foe-;.        BJ  henceforth,  fori  ver  tl 

— Chorus,  — Chorus.  — C'Aorus. 
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A  WHEAT- HEAD  OR  TARE. 


--K— K- 


Music  by  T.   MARTIN  TOWNE. 


Words  by  A.  T.   ALLIS. 

1.  Stcad-i-ly  the  an  -  gel  rea  -pers  Thrust  their  sickles  here  and  there,  Bringing  down  the  ripened  harvest, 

2.  Stead-My     is  life's  last  harvest,  By  these  angel  hands, brought  in,   Some  to  eat  the  fruit  of  good  -  ness, 
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There   a  wheat-head, here  a  tare. 
Some  the  bit-ter  fruit  of     sin; 
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Stead-i-ly  these  shining  workmen  Reap  and  sep-ar-ate  in  turn, 
By  the  hands  of  these  swift  reapers     All  our  loved  ones  gathered  thus, 
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Chorus. 
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Some  to  fill  the  Mas-tor's  gar  -  nor,   Some  to  gath-er  up  and   burn. 
By   and  by  these  reaping  an  -  gels  Will  have  come  togath-cr  us. 


When  the  rea  -  pers  come  to  me, 
When  the  rea  -  pers  &c. 
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A  WHEAT- HEAD  OR  TARE.-Co»c?u<?e<J. 
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Shall  I  glo  -  ry   or    des  -  pair?  Shall  they  find  a   ripened  wheat-head.  Or  a  ripe  but  worthless  tare? 
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BEAUTIFUL  THINGS. 


Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  KIDDER 
Moderate.  Do 


Music  by  GABRIEL  MIESSE 


A    gen  -  tie  voice,   a  heart-felt  sigh,  A   mod-cst  blush,   a    speak-ing  eye,     A    man-ner   un  -  af 
A    read  -  y  hand,    a  lov  -  ing  heart,  A  iym-pa-thy   that's  free  from  art,      A  .    ro  -    al  frii 

-0  ,        — #n->i m-rO •-r' »-r^  ^-^ 


.—  j-t  \    jig.     M-  i*. 
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3.  A  motlier's  prayer,  an  answer  mild, 

An  aged  sire,  a  little  child, 
A  happy  home,  a  cheerful  hearth, 
These  things  are  beautiful  on  earth. 

4.  Because  they  all  are  born  of  love, 

And  emanate  from  God  above, 
An  earnest  of  the  heavenly  birth, 
These  things  are  beautiful  on  earth. 


m 


feet  -  ed,  fri    T  are  beautiful  to  mo. 

mong  the  fcw.These  things  are  beautiful  and  true. 
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WHAT  CHILDREN  CAN  DO. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


Music  by  WM.  T.  ROGERS. 
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1.  It       is  not  much  that     we  can  give    In      do  -  ing  good    to      others;    But      we      in  joy     and 

2.  And  more  than  all  we     can     obey       Tho  precepts  of       our    Saviour,  And  prove  our  love    to 
I         N    _fe    I  h -ft    I         I  .      *    *   m  \         h 
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Be^S^S^S 
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peace  can  live,    With    sis  -  ters  and  with  brothers;    To  playmates  all       wo     can    bo  kind,   And 
Him  each  day,    By      goodness     of        bo  -  ha-vior.     So    whether  short,   or      whether  long      The 
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fill  their  hearts  with  gladness,  Our  parents'  wish  -  es     we  can  mind,  And  crown  their  lives  with  gladness, 
lifo    that  is       assigned  us,      A      mem'ry  like    a       pleasant  song,  Wo    all  may  leave      behind  us. 
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PITY  THE  POOR  DRUNKARD. 

Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
Duct. 
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Music  by  C.  C.  CASE. 


3ES  - 


1.  Ob,  pity  the  drunkard  the  poor.fallcn  drunkard,  R'ho  drains  the  vile  drug  from  the  poisonous  bowl !  It  is  not  destruction  a- 
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CJiorus. 
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lone   to  his  body,  It  ruins  forever  his  blood-purchased  soul.  Oh,  pity  the  dniiik:ud,  go  strive  to  reclaim  him!  Oh,  bring  him  to 
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Je-6us,thc  Lamb  for  us  slain;  For  on-ly   the  Saviour  can  rescue  iind  save  him.  And  lead  him  to  peace  and  to  virtue  a-  gain. 
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2.  Oh.  pity  the  drunkard,  tlie  poor,  fallen  drunkard!  3.  Oh,  pity  his  wife,  and  his  poor,  friendless  chil 

He  sees  not  the  serpent  tli  ;t  t  hides  in  the  bowl;  They  groan  'neath  their  burden  of  anguish  and  pain; 

Go,  speak  to  him  kindly,  go  Lead  him  to  Jesus,  Go, make  n  strung  eilort  to  save  liii  i  from  rum, 

rescue  him,  save  him — Oh,  save  his  lust  soul  And  load  him  to  peaoe  and  to  virtue  again, 

—  Chorus.  — CI 
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"HASTE  TO  THE  CROSS." 


Words  by  EDGAR  PAGE. 

-v- 


Music  by  JAMES  McGRANAHAN. 
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1,  Come,  hasten,  poor  wea-ry  one,  haste  to    the  cross,  Fo: 

2.  Xo        uiat-ter  how  .heavy      the    bur-den  may  be,    Nor 

S       S    N     S  IS 
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1,  Come,  hasten,  poof  wea-ry  one,  haste  to    the  cross,  For.  To-sns    is    catling    to-day:        Wait  not  to    be   bet-ter  nor 

2.  No       mat-ter  now  .heavy     the    bur-den  may  be,    Nor  how  you  are  press'd  by  the  load,       'Twill   vanish     a-way  when  you 


V    V    V 


TT  i    — i  J 

suffer      a     loss       By       tar  -  ry  -  ins  yet     by     the  way.     i        Oh,  haste  to    the  cro 

mie  to    the   tree       As       you  travel  the  Cal  -  va  -  ry  road.     J 


Oh,  haste  to    the  cross!  Oh, haste   to    thecrosslThy 


tar  -  ry  -  ins  yet     by     the 
you  travel  the  Cal  -  va  -  ry 
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Saviour   Is    waiting  for    thee.  He's  waiting  to   bless,  he's  waiting   to  save,  Oh,  come  while  he's  waiting  for  thee! 

is   waiting  for  thee, 

i=»rrftr^c±cdznl±i 


§3 

3.  Though  Satan  may  toll  you  that  you  are  too  base 
For  Jesus  to  give  you  his  care, 
'Tis  false;  and  wherever  you  seek  his  dear  face, 
Pie  surely  will  meet  with  you  there. — Chorus. 
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4.  "Ye  burdened  and  weary  ones,  come  unto  me," 
lie's  calling  you  now  to  his  rest; 
He  came  to  save  sinners,  yes,  cane  to  save  thee — 
Oh,  come  unk>  Him  and  be  blest!  —Chorus. 


WHA  T  SA  YS  THE  SPIRIT  TO  THEE  ? 
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Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  "W.  A.  OGDEN. 
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In   the  calmness  of  night,  when  thon  art  alone.  And  all  ii    «s     sl-lent   as   death,  When  there  echoes  naught  bntlho 
In   the  twilight    of  <lay,  when  bur-led  In  thought.  And  gleams  of  eter  -  nl  -  ty    come,     Andthynilad   Is  drawn   to   the 
in   the  quiet  oi  death  when,  nearlog  the  grave,  Thy  heart-pulse  beat*  softly  and  low,    And   ihoan  -  gel  comes  to   an- 
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whin  low  moan,  And  the  sound  of     thy      fee-    hie  breath- 

M-' in-    of  deatli,  And    to  think    "(     thy    in    -  tore  homi — 

nouiice  thy  end,  And   to  bid    thee   pre -pare       to  go  — 

i 


s  • 


bat  then  sa>s  Ilir  voice, the  Mill,  small  voice.  That 
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rail,  i  '■'•■>. 
-Or-*; 


roll. 
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wliis  -  per-Cth    ten  -  drr 


What  then  ?  What  then,  0    mor- tal,      Says   the  Splr-it   of    God     to       thee! 
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LISTENING  FOR  THE  MASTER. 


Words  from 


'LONDON  CHRISTIAN." 
3 
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.  GIFFE,  by  Permission. 
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1.  Whentheworld  is    busy  round  mo  and  each  wave  of  sorrowstirr'd.Whenthethrongingcrowdpassby  me, 

2.  When  conflicting  tho'ts  as-sail  me,  and  strange  doctrines  fill  my  ear, When  the  sheep  are  all     bewildered, 

3.  When  God's  truth  is  placed  before  me, with  its  ho  -ly  words  of  cheer, When  in  vain  my  fin  -  ito      reason 


\^—^—^r-0-^-0— 0 m~\-\ ]~^J 0-\Jt~ 
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onward  by  strong  impulse  spurred, I  am  list'ning.I  am  list'ning,  list'ning  for  theMaster's  word,    I  am  list'ning, 

and  no  trusty  guide  seems  near,  I  am  list'ning.I  am  list'ning,  till  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear,  I  am  list'ning, 

strives  to  make  my  meaning  clear, I  am  list'ning.I  am  list'ning, list'ning  till  the  bridegroom  speaks,!  am  list'ning, 
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oiceis  heard, 
g  till  he  doth  appear. 
I  am  list'ning,  till  his  love  thesilcnco  breaks. 

V — </ — ,  h~*~ 


I  am  list'ning,  list'ning  till  his  voi 
I  am  list'ning,  list'ning  till  he  dot 
st'nin 


^-^i=C=^ 


4.  List'ning  ever,  Jesus, keep  us!   may   we  at  thy   feet 
abide, 
Ne'er  beguiled  by  earthly  vices,  always  waiting  at 
thy  side ! 
We  are  list'ning,  we  are  list'ning,  for  thy  word,  our 
faithful  guide, 
We  are  list'ning,  wo  arc  list'ning,   speak   and   we 
are  satisfied! 


Duet. 


by  E 


TO-MORROW  IT  MAY  BE  TOO  LATE.  49 

Music  by  ALBERT  HOOK. 


* 


1.  Now  is  the  time     to  seek    the  Lord  I     I  -     ig  sun  Has  sunk  behind 

2.  Now  is  the  time      to  seek    the  Lord  I     Bo-fore  night's  sa  -  Lie  curtains  drop  Thy  soul  may  leave  the 
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wee  -  tern  hills,  Thine  earth-ly     jour-nry  may     ho  run.    \ 

thy  heart  may  Btop,    ) 


frame     of  clay,  The 
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Come  now 

JL  -«- 


to  Christ.Come 

JL    JL    JL 


to  Christ, 


To  -  mor-row  it    may    be    too  late! 
rit    .       .      3.       .       .      a 


now,  why  wiUvou  longer  wait?  Come  now 
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now,  why  will  you  1 
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Come  now 
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to  Christ,  To- mor-row   it   may  be     too  late! 
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Wh  witl.in, 

Oli,  yield  thy  heai  t  to  his  I 

And  1'  t  hi  a  from  thy  sin  -  | 
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I 

:  1  the  dark  And  narrow  grave 
loom, 
No  \—Cl 
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AM  I  PLEASING  JESUS? 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN 


Music  by  D. 


1.  How  sweet  the  conciousness  must  be 

2.  If       he  atoned     on      Cal-va  -  ry, 

3.  As    Enoch  walked  with  God  in  fear, 
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That  Je  -  sus  takes  de  -  light  in  me,  And  that  my  life  from 
From  sin  and  death  to  ransom  me,  The  la-bor  of  my 
And  had,  while  ha    was  dwelling  here,  The       tes-ti  -mo  -ny 
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sin     is    free, 

life  should  be 

brightand  clear, 

And 
Topi 
That 
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I     am    pleas-mg 
ease  my  bless  -  eu 
he  was    pleas-ing 
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sus! 
sus! 
sus, 
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Oh, 
Oh, 
So 
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be      it  then    my 
let    me    hour-ly 
help  me,  Lord,  to 

. — 0  — i 1 p — . 
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constant  care,  His 
watch  and  pray,  Lest 
walk  in    light,  And 

U     •     1 
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mild  compla-cen 
from  my  Sa-viour 
seal  mo  with  the 
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■  cy  to  share,  And  live  a  life  of  faith,  and  pray'r,  And  thus  be  pleasing  Je  -  sus. 
I  should  stray!  Oh,  let  me  strive, from  day  to  day,  To  please  my  Messed  Je  -  sus. 
witness  bright,  That    all    I    do     is    just  and  right,  And  pleasing  un-to       Je  -  sus. 
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SWEET  LAND  OF  REST. 
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Words  by  J.  S.  BARMORE. 


Music  by  R.  A.   KINZIE. 


. 


1.  Sweet land,Bweetland,8weetland  of   rest,  How   oft       I    sigh    for      thee; 

2.  Givcstrength.givestrengthandgracemy  Lord,  To  this     un  -wor  -  thy     clay; 


The  land,    the  land  where 
That   it      e'er   to     thy 
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if 


saints  are  blest,      Oh !  will       it      wel  -  come   me.  That  land,   that  land        of       light,    Where 

word  may  cling,    And  nev    -  er      go        a  -     stray.      When  earth  -  ly  toils       are      o'er,  And 
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joy    lm 
I  will 
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mor  -  tal      reigns;     Oh!  take  aic,  take  mo  thro'    the  strife,  My  Go  1,  l>lot  out  my    sins. 
then    bo      free;       I'll  join  the  friends  who've  gone  before,    For  that  land  welcome 


52 


IDLERS,  TO  WORK! 


Words  and  Melody  by  E.  A. 
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HOFFMAN. 


Harmonized  by  C.  T. 
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1.  Oh,   ma-ny  are  the  souls  for  which  the  Savicurdied,    To  redeem  the  world  the  Lord  was  cruci-fied; 

2.  Our  Jesus  shed  his  blood,  his  all-atoning  blood,  From  his  wounded  side  streamed  forth  the  purple  flood, 

3.  With-in  the  lanes  and  alleys,  in    the    cit  -  ies  wide,   In  the  haunts  of/pleasure,  in  the  haunts  of  pride, 
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Millions  arc  unsaved  and    still    in    sin      a  -  bide,  Come  and   let    us    lead  them  to     the  Saviour's  side ! 
Flowing  for  all  na  -  tions,  cleansing  from  all   sin,      Go  and    tell  poor  sinners  they  may  there  plunge  in ! 
Thousands  kiow  not  Jesus,      but    in      sin      a-bidc;      Up   and  help   to   load  them  to   the   Saviour's  side! 


Chora*. 
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Oh,  come  and  work  for  Jesus,  come,  friends,  come!  Ma-ny    are   the      i 


dlers,  and  the  Lord  wants  some 
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IDLERS,  TO  WORK!-Concludcd. 
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To      la-bor  in    his  vineyard  and  lead  poor  sinners  homo,  Hear  the  call,  ono  and  all,  come,  friends.com 
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Words  and  Music  by 
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MEET  ME  OVER  THERE. 
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E.   A.   HOFFMAN. 
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C  A  little  child '  ;, And  called  her  father  near;    )  T.        »    inrnp*0    i0  rv     A  r»olden  crown  to 

(  And.on  his  arm.  recliniug.She  whispered  in  his  ear:     )         ^' 
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0  meet  me,  meet  me,  Meet  me  o-ver  there! 
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2.  The  nnseN  f>aTne  and  took  her, 

The  angela  <  red  had 

They  1 ber  up  to 

She  whispered  as  she  went: — I 

3.  The  father  wns  no<'hristian, 

Hia  sins  were  unforgiv'n ; 

Hr>  could  n'.t,  as  si  e  I  •  -  •■  1  liim, 

in  her  up  in  heaven. — Chorus. 


I.  He  gave  his  heart  to  Jems, 
\\  ho  took  in  stains  away, 
And  now.  in  Christ  belii 

The  lather,  too  can  Bay  :  — < 'ho. 


6.  That  voice  is  still  appealing, 
•  i)  mi  1 1  me  over  th< 
To  us  it  is  a  surnm 
l'or  heaven  10  prepare. — Cho. 


']  pass  life's  poi 

In  our  departing  momenta 

.  wo  exultant  cry: — Clio. 


MY  WHOLE  DEAR  CLASS  FOR  JESUS. 


E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 


1.  My  wholedearclassfor  Je-sus, 

2.  My  whole  dear  class  for  Je-sus, 

3.  My  t/holedearclassfor  Je-sus! 

4.  My  wholedearclassfor  Je-sus! 
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Music  by  J.  H 
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TENNEY 


The  bless  -  ed  Son  of  God, 
Who  died  to  pay  the  cost 
May  not  one  soul  be  lost! 
Theirsouls  are  dear   to    me; 
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Who  purchased  their  sal  -ration 
Of  pur  -  chas-ing  sal  -vation, 
May  all  be  crowned  in  Heaven 
I    long,      O  precious  Saviour, 


u 


For 

When 

To 
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shedding  his  own  blood.  If  one  be  lost,  dear  Saviour,  If  one  finds  not  thy  fa-vor, 
all  the  guil  -  ty  lost.  Now  while  they  still  are  ten-der,  In-  cline  them,  Lord,  to  render, 
Jor-dan's  stream  is  crossed.  In  yon  -  der  regions  ver-nal,  Where  life  is  made  e  -  ter-nal, 
bring  them  un  -  to    thee.     The  world  doth  now  enslave  them;  Their  sins  do  now  deprave  them; 


If 

Their 

May 

Come 
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Chorus. 
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one      remains   unsaved, 
Will  -  ing  hearts  to  thee, 
they   with  Je  -  bus   reign 
ere       it      be    too   late, 


I      have 
To    be 
Nev-er 
And    o  - 
g   _  f.- 


not  what  I  craved, 
from  sin  made  free, 
to    sin        a-gain. 
pen    mer-cy's  gate.  _ 


My  whole  dear   class  for    Je  -  sus,    For 
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MY  WHOLE  DEAR  CLASS  FOR  JESUS -Concluded. 
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Je  -  sus,      for      Je  -  sus,      My    whole  dear  class  for      Je  -  sus,     Who  bought  them  with  his  blood. 
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Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER 
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WHAT  THEN? 


Music  by  A.  J.  ARMSTRONG. 
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1.  After      the  toils  of  this  wea-risome  life,  After    its  sorrows  and 

2.  Af-ter     the  fountains  of  pleasure  are  dry ;  Af-ter  the  sunlight  is 
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care ;  Af-ter  the  turmoil  and 
gone;  After  the  shadows  are 
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din  of  the  strife,  No  more  to    do  or  to  bear,  What  then?  What  then  ?0  world  weary  spirit,  w  hat  then? 
shrouding  the  sky  .Crowded  with  terrors  unknown,  What  then ?Whatthen?0 careless dee-pis-er,  What  then? 


©—*- 
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4.  After  the  body  Is  under  the  sod; 

Alter  thy  spirit  Is  gone, 

Qonetotnebarof  a  terrible  Ood, 

Hopeless,  nnpardoned,  slone, 

What  theur  Wnsl  tinny 

O  sinner,  lost  sinner,  \\  hat  then? 


II 


After  the  pleadings  of  mercy  are  o'er, 
KiniiiinK.  the  vengeance  In  store; 

Alter  tin'  Master  lias  bolted  the  door. 

Bunt  to  he  opened  no  more, 

What  then?  What  then? 
O  Blnner,  poor  sinner.  What  thou? 
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PIETY  BETTER  THAN  BEAUTY. 


Words  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORWIG. 


Music  by  GABRIEL.  MIESSE. 
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pret-ty  face  is  God's  own  gift,  The  handsome  form  he  too  has  made;  But  beau-ty,  like  the 
I  have  thus  my  soul  abused,  That  spark  immor-tal  God  has  giv'n,  I'll  now  no  Ion  -ger 
teachers,  scholars,  let  us  know  The  frail-ty      of    the  mer  -tal  part,  And  that  the  charms  of 
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sweetest  rose,    Will  yield  its   charms  and   sure  -  ly  fade.   And  yet  how  num'rous    is    the    host    Who 
be      unwise,     But  turn    my    tho'ts    to    Christ  and  Hcav'n.  I'll  daily  seek,  by      help   di-vino,    My 
face   and  form  With  fieet-ing    time    will    soon    de-part.   And  let  us     all    the      beau-ty  seek   Of 
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for  the 
spir  -  it 
spotless 
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bod-y      on  -ly  care,  And  in  their  fol  -  ly      do    not  seek  The  robes  of  righteousness   to  wear. 
to    adorn  with  grace, Which  shall  eternal  -  ly    outshine   The  beauty    ot      an   an-gel's  face, 
pur  -  i  -  ty      of  soul,  And  in  the    glo-ry -world  we'll  shine  While  endless  ages   onward    roll. 
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LOVE  DIVINE,  ALL  LOVE  EXCELLING -{Laaj.) 
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O.  \V.  FOSTER,  by  Permission. 
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1     1 .  n  e   divine,      all    love   ex  c<  11- 

-  ;  Spir  -it 
3.  Come,  al-migh  -  ty    to     de  -  liv  -  er 


Joy  of  Heav'n,  t  i  ae  down,  Fix  i  i  na    thy  !ium-ble 

In-to     ev  -  'rv   troubl  as  all 

Let  us    all      to1 


thy  love 


Sud-dull-ly 


e  m- 
re-turn  and 
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Ml    thy    faith  -  ful   mercie3  crown.      Jo  -  sus,  thou      art    all    con; 
hi  r    -    it,      Let    us   find      that  seo-ond   rest.        Tako  a  -  way      our  love  of   sin  - 
n  v  -    er,    Nev  -  ex   more    thy  tern  -  plea  leave.  Thee  we  would  be      al-waysl 


Bion,   Pure,  un- 
ning;   Al-pha 

-  ing,  E 
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bound-<-d      L>vn  thou  art; 
and         <)  -  me  -  ga    be: 
as         thy  ho-ts  above, 
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Vis-it      us    with  thy    Bal- va-tion;  En-ter  ev  -  'ry  trembling  heart. 
I  of    faith,  as      its   be-gin-ning,  Set  our  hearts  at    lib- or-  ty. 
Tray,  .  thee  without  ceasing,    Glory    in     thy    ;  love. 
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0  GIVE  ME  PERFECT  PEACE! 


Words  and  Music  by 


E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
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1.  Jo  -  sus,  I  come  to  Thee,  Praying  for  perfect  peace;  Compassionate  and   pi-ty  me,  And  bid  my  anguish. 

2.  I  long  for  perfect  peace,  For  constant.perfect  rest,  To  have  the  weary  burden  cease  With  which  I  am  op- 
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cease;  With  waiting  heart  I  plead,      As    at   thy  feet  I  bow ;  With  tears    I    plead, 
prest.   My    Jesus,  Thou  canst  save.Dear  Je-sus,  on-ly  Thou; — Thy  help  I   crave, 
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save  me    now! 
save  mo    now! 
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.  With  pleading  heart  1  wait; 

With  waiting  heart  I  plead, 
Thy  grace,  0  Lord,  communicate 

To  satisfy  my  need. 
Dear  Saviour,  bless  me  now, 

My  trembling  faith  increase, 
And,  while  I  bow, 

O  give  me  peace. 


4. 1  know  my  tears  are  vain,  5.  0  Jesus,  I  believe, 

That  tears  will  not  suffice,  Help  Thou  mine  unbelief! 

But  only  faith  in  Christ,  the  slain,     The  sacrifice  I  bring  receive, 

The  perfect  sacrifice.  •  And  give  my  soul  relief! 

From  sinful  self  I  flee,  I  consecrate  my  all; 

In  thee  to  find  release;  I  call  it  mine  no  more; 

I  plead  with  thee  'Tis  Thine,  all  Thine 

For  perfect  peace.  Forevermore. 


WE  HAIL  THE  BIRTH  OF  JESUS. 
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Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
Spiritoso. 


Music  by  GEO.  B.  LOOMIS. 
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1.  We  hail  thee,  blessed  Jo  -  sus ,  Tho  Saviour  of     the  earth,  Wo  ping    a     Christmas  anthem,  Ro- 

2.  The    angels  sang  of  Jo-sus;Tliey  her-ald-ed      his  birth:  They  hasted  down  from  Heaven,    An- 

3.  TneBhepherdsheardthetidings,  And  came  with  joy  to    seo    The  bless-ed  child   o£  prom-ise    God': 
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joic  -  ing    in  thy  birth.    } 

;    it        to  earth.    >     0      blessed,    blessed    Je 

gift    to      you  and   me.      J 


Fe    -  sus,    Wo  hail    thee,  we  hail     thee  1  Oar 
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saviour  and  EL  I      ter.We 
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Baviour  and  Redeemer. We  bail  thee,  We  hail  the*  ' 
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1.  The  wise  men  came  with  treasures, 
With  treasures  rich  and  rare, 
And  gifts  of  gold  they  brought  him, 
And  frankincense  and  myrrh. — Chorus. 

5.  We  bring  far  richer  treat 
Our  hearts  we  offer  n 
Oh  Jesus,  do  thou  bless  I 
As  at  thy  feet  we  bow. — Chorus. 
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FRUIT  FOR  JESUS. 


(Luke  23,  9.) 
Words  by  M.  ANTOINETTE  BARNARD. 


Music  by  C. 


T.   DONDORE 
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1.  God  comes  to   His    vine  -  yard  seek-ing  for    fruit,      The  fig-tree    so 

2.  On      low  -li  -  est    path        our    fig  -  tree  may  stand,     Yet  man -y    will 

3.  The  "fruit  of    the    Spir    -    it,"  God  would  increase,    "Long-suff'ring  and  meek  -  ness,  temp'rance  and 
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way;       Al-ready   "the  axe  is  laid  at  the    root,"      But  Je-sus  still 

said,      And  God  will  be  praised  for  works  of  his  hand,      By  hungry  and 
love,      With  gentleness,  goodness,  faith,  joy  and  peace, Which  make  us  tru 
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pie  ads- 
faint 


-Oh!  spare  it,     I 
who,  resting,  were 
to    mansions    a- 
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pray.    The  Lord  of  the    vine  -  yard  go-eth  His    way,    But  soon  will  re  -  turn 
fed.  We  never  may   know   their  number  or   name,  Nor  where  as  they  pas- 

hove.  Tho'  children,  rich  fruit    for  God  we  may  bear,      By  some  gentlo      won 
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FRUIT  FOR  JESUS— Concluded. 
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claim;  And  think  you  His  hand  will  spare  as  to  -  day     The  branches  so     bare,  willn 

mar  be     dead,  unmcntioned  by   farae.Whentl  0  > 

And  many  long    years     Lis  mercy  may  spare    The  fruitful  who  give  where  seemethmost  no 


deed 


need. 
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Chorus, 

h      S  _ 


All   blessings  aro    our>, —  both  sunshino    and  1  r   ne'er  sleeps,    nor  ceas- es    His 
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care;  Tho  Lord  drawcth  near,  Ho  soon  will  bo  here,  Bcarfruitfor the     Lord,  Oh!  hasten  an  1 
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TO  THE  WOODS  AWAY! 


Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 

Lively. 
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Music  by  W.  W.  PARTRIDGE. 
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1.  The  morn      is  bright  and    cheer  -  ful,   The  sun-light  gilds    the      air,        Our  hearts  are  light  and 

2.  The  birds     are  sing  -  ing    sweet  -  ly,   The  brooklets   gai  -  ly      flow,      The  earth    is    robed   in 
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hap  -  py,  God's  peace     and  joy        are     there, 

glad-  ness,         The    flow'rs    in    beau  -  ty      glow. 


We  haste,  with    our     corn-pan  -  ions,    From 
We  praise    our      bounteous   Ma  -  ker    As 
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school   and    home    a  -  way,  To   ram-ble   in   the      wild-wood,    On    this   our  hoi  -  i  -  day. 

now    wo      haste    a  -  way,  To   ram-ble  in   the      wild-wood,    On  this  our  hoi  -  i  -  day. 
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TO  THE  WOODS  IWNM -Concluded. 
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Chorus. 
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To  the  woods.to  the  woods, to  the  woods  we  go,To  the  woods, to  the  woods,  to  the  woods  we  go, To  the  happy  woods  a- 
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way,  To  the  leaf-y  woods  away,     a  -  way. 
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To  the  woods, to  the  woods,  to  the  woods  we  go,    To  the 
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woods, tothr  woods,  to  the  woods  we  go,   On  our  fes-tal    hoi  -  i-day,   on  our  fee-tal,   fes-tal  hoi -i  -  day. 
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"THERE'S  ONLY  ONE." 


Music  by  JAMES  McCRANAHAN. 
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There's  on  -  ly  One  whose  pit  -  y  falls,  Like  dew,  upon  the  wounded  heart;  There's  on-ly  One  who 
There's  on  -  ly  On  e  who's  nev  -er  harsh,  But  ten  -  derness  itself  to  all ;  There's  on-ly  One  who 
There's  on  -  ly  One    who  can    support,  And  who  sufficient  grace  can  give      To   bear    up   un  -  der 
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nev  -  er  stirs,  Tho'    en     -     e  -  my  and  friend  depart. 

knows  each  heart,  And   lis    -    tens   to    its   faint-est  call. 

ev    -  'ry  grief,  And  spot  -  less    in   this  world  to  live. 
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There's   on 
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ly  One,  there's  on 
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ly  One,  Can 
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make      us  truly,  tru-ly  blest;   There's  on  -ly  One.there's  on  -ly  OneCan  give    us  perfect,  perfect  rest. 
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0  blessed  Jesus,  Friend  of  friends, 

Come,  hide  us  'neath  thy  shelt'ring  arm ; 

Come  down  amid  this  wicked  world, 

And  keep  us  from  its  guilt  and  harm. — Chorus. 


IX    V    V    •    • 
5.  Thou  art  the  One,  the  only  One, 

For  whom  no  love  too  warm  can  flow  ; 
Thou  art  the  One,  the  only  One, 

In  whom  there's  perfect  rest  below. — Ghorna 


HOLD  UP  THY  LIGHT. 
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Words  by  A.  T.   ALLIS. 
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Music  byT.   MARTIN  TOWNE. 
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1.  II  old    up  thy  light,  0       child  of    grace!      Be   not  a  -  fraid  to    let     it  shino     On   all  around,  but 

2.  Hold   up  thy  light!  tia     God's  com-mand;  And,  till  with                                                                       tnot 

3.  II<>ld   up  thy  light!  'tis     thus  it     lives;  By  shin-ing,  grows  it-Belf  more  bright;  Thus  is  the  Fath-cr 
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rath  -  er  fear  To  hide  this  prec-ious  light  di  -  vine*. 
dis  -  o  -  bey  But  at  the  per  -  il  of  .thy  soul. 
glori  -  fi    -    ed;     Then,  child  of  grace,  hold      up      thy   light! 


Hold  up  thy  light!  thou  canst  not  tell, 


/  /  • 
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•.■  -  er  feo  -  blebeita  ray,  But  some  poor  soul  may  catch  its  beam.And  by  it  find  the  narrow  way.   *j 
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TRUST  HIM  STILL 


Words  by  Mrs.  A.  L.  DAVISON. 

Solo. 


Clior 


Music  by  J.  H.  ROSECRANS. 
Solo. 


1,  When  o'er  thv  path  the  dark  clouds  hare  veiled  the  light.Trust.trust  him  srill.Trust.trust  hiin  stUl,Whcn  wearl-ly    thou  art 

2,  Though  death  sliould  take  all  the  dear  ones  of  tliv  love ,Trust.trust  him  stil  (.Trust, trust  liim  still  ;Tliey  're  sale  with  Him.thou  shalt 

3,  How  sweet  to  know  wheu  this  earthly  life  is  done,  Trust,trust  him  still.  Trust,trust  him  still.  Thou  hast  not  failed,  but  a 


§HP 


Full  Chorus. 


toil  -  ing  for  the  right,  Trust,  trust  him  still  Trust  him  still, 
meet  them  all  a-  bove.  Trust,  trust  him  still,  trust  him  still, 
tri  -  umpli  tliou  hast  won,     Trust,  trust  him  still,  trust     him  still. 


SS 
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es,  trust  him  still,  yes,   trust      him   still, Through 
■0-  .     -0-   -0-      -0-        •#-  . 
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all  that   is  good  and  all  that's  ill, 
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Yes,  trust  him  still,  Yes,  trust  him  still,  Through  all  that  is  good  and  all  that's  ill. 


em 
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READY  TO  GO.  67 

Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER.  Music  by   J.  H.  RHEEM. 


fri- €  «T  j    t 


-#— a 


a: 


v»- 


! 1 -- 

Rg— 


I.  An -gels,  o  -  pon  tiu*  gold-en  pair- ;  Gome.  I  am  read  -  y  to  fro! 
S,  An  -  pels,  o  •  pen  iii«-  sapphire  gates.  Come.  I  am  ta-  (per  to  fly! 
;i  An-hi-u,  come  with  your  snowy  robes,    Come  with  yonr crowns ol  life 
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Be  it-ter  tlie  gloom  of  the      si  -  lent  tomb, 
Brlght-en  my  w  iy  to     e  -  ter  -  n  il  6  13 . 
1*1— lot    in*1  o'er  through  the  breakers1  roar. 
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CJtonts. 
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[how  me  the  land  of     e  -  ter-nal  bloom.  Bright  with  afadeless  glow. )  O  •  pen 

.ir  -  rv   iby  r. in--,. in  r. i   soul  a -way,  Come. I   ani   ready  t<>     die.  > 
jead-mgmeon,  to    Ibe  auu  -  lit  shore,   Outlrom  this  world  of  atrlfe.)  Open  the  gates, 
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tlie   pates,  The 

Open  the  gates,  Tlio 


-*—*— ~+— 5— •— i 


:b:-1~ r*:£ 


j     jil]  i  : 


Repeat  pp 
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gold    -    en 
gold-  en 


frales,  O  -  pen    tlie     gates, 

gates,  0  -  pen  the  gates,  O-pen    the  gates. 


am     read-y    to 
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4.  Angels,  come  with  the  victor's  palm  , 

(  tome  in  a  shining  throng: 
There  t*  a  real  on  my  Father's  breasl : 
Wall  dig  awu>  from  IM*  world's  unrest, 

Borue  ouatldj  ol  soug.    Chorus. 


5. Saviour,  oomo  « iiii  extended  arms, 
i  .iinr  \\  Itli  a  smile  lor  toe : 
Welcome  me  In  Irom  the  pain  and  sin, 
i.iiiini-  my  feel  t,'  the  throne  within, 
Close  h)  the  cry:  Lad  sea.    Cliom  9, 


•     •     ■/ 
i-  i. "i  ei]  ones,  eomc  to  the  sioi>iu>t  shore, 

!  i  i  thi  rolling  tide, 

Help  me  ta  laud  w  Ith  ;i  clasping  hand, 
\\  olcome  me  In  to  your  holy  baa  I 
Cluae  to  myHavlour's  side.— C'ttouu9. 
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VOLUNTEER  FOR  JESUS. 


Words  and  Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 
W-.-1 -J l 


Harmonized  by  T.  C.  O'KANF. 
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1.  Come,  vol  -  tm  -  teer    for    Je    -    bus,  Come,  bat  -  tie      for    the   Lord,       A      gol  -  den  crown  of 

2.  The    bat  -    tie       ra  -  ges  fierce  -  ly,    A  -  gainst  the    hosts    of      sin ;    With    Je  -  sus  as    our 

i 


\r 


?—%- 


Chorus 
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glo    -    ry      Will      be      your      sure       re  -  ward. 
Cap  -  tain,    We'll   sure  -  ly,       sure    -    ly      win. 
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Come,  vol  -  un  -  teer,  Oh,  vol  -  un  -  teer,  For 
Come,  vol  -  un  -  teer,  &c. 

_•#-       ••- £     t-     -0-       •*-■*- 
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Jo  -  sus  vol  -  un  -  teer,   And  when  the 
■*-     +-     ^~     •*-     19-  .  m 

3.  Come,  volunteer  for  Jesus, 
Come,  battle  for  the  right, 
We'll  march  to  certain  triumph, 
And  put  the  foo  to  flight. — Chorus. 


ar  -  mor  you      lay  down,  You'll  wear  a    gol  -  den  crown. 
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4.  Come,  take  a  stand  for  Jesus, 
Enlist  in  early  youth, 
Stand  firmly  for  your  Saviour, 

For  Heaven,  and  for  truth. — Chorus. 


Words  by  J.  C.  JOHNSON. 
.,     Solo. 


AWAY  TO  SABBATH  SCHOOL  69 

By  permission  of  J.  H.  ROSECRANS.         Music  by  J.  O.  CLARK. 
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1.  Awav,  away,  for  the  sweet  bells  are  ringing, Children  ho  -  Iv  BOnga  are  sing  ing,  Praising  God     as  they 

2.  TheSaboath  Scnool.whereall hearts  are  uniting.Ii)   the  Saviour's  love  de-lignt-ing,  Learning  how  all  the 

3.  Away,  a  way,  wink-  the  sweet  bells  are  ringing;  We, like  them,  sweet  hymns  ar«  singing;  We  are  travTersup- 


Illl^i 
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[y  proclaim  The  glo  -  ry  of  his  wond  rouaname. 

10   the  hap-py  sound. 

on  the  bright  v.  ay  Ti ..  to    a  brigh-ter  day. 


To  the  Sabbath  School, 0  will  you  go  with  me,  For  tho 

■*-  -0- 
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doors  are  ever   o  -  pen  to  our  feet,  Let  us  en-ter  soft  -  ly,  join  tho  happy  song,  So  cheerful  and  so  sweet. 
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WAR  A  GOOD  WARFARE. 


Words  by  Rev. 


H.  B. 


^ 


HARTZLER. 
■HS * 
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1.  Have  you  ta  -  ken    a  place  in    the  ranks,  brother, 

2.  There'is  room    in    the  ranks  of    the  Lord,    brother ; 

+.   XL  XL-  XL    XL  £.:  +.   S3.  XL 


Music  by  J.  H.  TENNEY. 
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The  marching    bat  -  ta  -  lions  of    God,      On 
A    sword  and    a    shield  for  your  hand ;  And 


v_l_ 
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Chorus. 


fields  where  in  conflict  and  triumph  King   Je-sus  the   conqueror  trod?  Then  gird  on  your  armor,  Christian 
foes       in    array      are    a-wai  -  ting  The  march  of  the  conquering  band.  Then  gird  on  your  armor  &c. , 

XL      +.  •  J-    ~XL      XL  :  XL    {2.         XL      XL      A-        _  J"*! __/♦    *~      *~' *~    *-+•+•*■ 


soldier,  Be-hold    the  great 
-e — » — »-+-? 


re-ward !  For  glorious  vic-tor-y    a-waits 


The  soldier 


of    the  Lord ! 

QJ3 


3.  Do  you  stand  at  your  post  in  the  ranks,  brother, 
Nor  fail  on  the  wearisome  way? 
When  others  are  falling  and  faithless, 

Do  you  bear  tho  heat  of  the  day? — Chorus. 


A.  Quickly  press  to  your  place  in  the  ranks,  brother, 
And  hold  it  with  resolute  soul, 
Till  over  the  noises  of  battle 
The  song  of  the  victor  shall  roll. — Chorus. 


OPENING  HYMN. 
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Words  by  M.  Ft.  T. 
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Music  by  J.  K.  COLrj.  " 
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To  -  geth-cr  hero  a  -  gain  wo  meet,  And  joy  -   ful  -  ly     each     oth  -  er  •_  ■ 
And  whilo  our  voi-ce  0      Lord,    ac  -  cept  our   grak-ful  praisi     I  i  t  kept  our 

May  all  the  timi  >e   ho  -  ly  time!     Thy   spir  -  it  send,    0  Lord,  and  from  all 

wilt  thou,  Savioux,mi  this    thy    day  ■  to       us 'so  dear,  Wilt  thou    to  er  -  ery 
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love 
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fore  His  feet,  Whose  name  wo  know  is   love.   And  whilo  assembled  here    to-day, We'll  read  and  sing  and 
youth-ful  days  From  sor-row,  guilt  and  fear.      0    Jo  -  sus,  be   our  Shepherd  still!  With  joy  may  every 
sin      de-fend  Thy   dear  ones  gathered  here.      For  wo     un-to     thy  promise  cling,  That  where  a  few  their 
heart  be  near    By     thy     for  -  giv-ing   love9    And  when  no  more  we  meet  below,  Wilt  thou  thy  saving 
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praise    and  pray,      And  strive  to    learn  tho    nar  -  row  way, 
bo  -  som  thrill,      And  may    wo  learn    to    do      thy    will 
off  -  'rings  bring,  And  joy  -  ful  -  ly     thy   prai 
grace    be  -  stow,       That  all      thy    children  here 

« 0-0-  -0 —    i        0 — — *ih* 


-  901   sing, 
may    go, 


That  leads  to      Hcav  -  en      a-bove. 
In    this,    our    School      so        dear. 
To  such    thou'rt    al  -  ways      near. 
A  .1  dwell  with    thee       >    - 
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A  MERRY  CHRISTMAS. 


THEO.   F.  SEWARD 
■~ K— — Hta—t  — ^ 


by  permission. 
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1.  A  merry,  nier-ry  Christmas,  To  crown  ihe  closin?  year   Peace  and  pood-will  to  mor-tals,  And  words  of   ho-ly  cheer. 

2.  How  bright  the  hap-py  cir-cle      Of  dear  ones  gathered  here,  With  naught  out  kindest  wishes,  And   love  each  heart  to  cheer, 
S.  Then   let   us   sing  of   Je-sus,     The  bless-ed  no  -  ly  child.  Who  came  to  dwell  a-mong  us,  Though  ne'er  by  sin  de-flled. 
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What  though  the  dreary  land:  c  ipe,  Be  robed  in  drilling  snow:  If  on  the  so-clal  hearth-stone.The  Christmas  fire  may  glow? 
What  though  the  wind  at  eve-ning,  Blow  harsh  o'er  land  and  sea.  If  ea-ger  hands  and  Joy  -  fill  Light  lip  the  Christmas  tree. 
And        let     us   strive  to  love  him,  And  fol  -  low  in  his  wav,       That  we    In  heaven  may  greet  him,  For-ev-er  there  to  stay, 

p  h  p  p  p  p  i    p  j       [<  KjlLjn  J      p  h       K  N  ^  j  - 
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A  merry  merry  .merry  ,merry  Chrlstmas,Tocrown  the  closing  year, A  merry, merry, merry, merry  Chrlstinas,And  words  of  holy  cheer. 
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DO  YOU  WANT  A  FAITHFUL  FRIEND0  73 

Words  by  Rev.    E.   A.   HOFFMAN.                                                                         Music  by  T.  C.    O'KANE. 
-0—tj— —- Sr—       -  <x —  S—  v.    -  S St-  '  -V S Vt— ; S St-J ^— b-£b-T 

1.  Do    you  want    a    faith-ful  friend?  One  who  will     be    al-ways  true,     One  whose  love  will  nev-er 

2.  Man  -  y  wear-y     ones  have  found  Hia  af-fec-tion    to       en-dace.    Earthly  friendships  run  their 
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end,        One    to       go    life's  jour  -  neV    through 
round;  Ilia      is      faith-ful,  true      and      pure. 
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to    Je    -    sua 
to    Je    -    sus      <i 
■0-     -0-     -0-         -#-         ♦    '«-      ♦ 


« 1  4-i — . — «» 1 is f 

0—0-\-»-'—L-0 •— t 

in    your  need,       lie 


will 
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a  friend    in  -  deed,  IIo    will  prove    a   friend  in 
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lie's  the   ver  -  y friend  you    need. 
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3.  None  that  ever  sought  hia  bee 

Have  been  turned,  unloved,  away; 
Still  they  feol  Ins  warm  embrace, 
He  is  faithful,  atill,  so-day. 
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4.  Do  you  want  a  friend  like  this, 

Losdna  with  et' 
Who  will  fill  your  life  with  Miss, 
Take  you,  then  to  ]!•  ivi  Q  above? 
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TELL  JESUS. 
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Music  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 
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1  Lit-tle  ones  are  of  -  ten    sor-ry,For  the  naughty  things  they  do, Troubles  reach  us  all  and  worry,  Lit  -  tie 

2.  Jesus  knows  wiien  we  are. tempted,  Jesus  sees  us  when  we  fall;  Jesus  died  and  we're  exempted,  He  was 

3.  Let  us  tell  Him  all  our  trouble,  Tell  Him  we  are  sor-ry  too;    He  will  do  us  kindness  double,  Help  us 
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Chorus. 
Je  -  sus 


knows  all  our 
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hearts  and  big  ones  too, Then  tell  Jesus, then  tell  Jesus, That's  the  best  thing  we  can  do. Then  tell  Jesus  ;we'll  tell 
sor  -  ry  for  us  all;  He'll  forgive  us, he'll  forgive  us,    If    up-on  His  name  we  call. Then  tell  Jesus  &c, 
to  be  good  and  true,  And  forgive  us, and  forgive  us,  Yes,  oh,  yes !  and  love  us  too. Then  tell  Jesus  &c, 
.».  -o-  .p.        .g.  -p.     .p.  .fi-  .p.     -t.     -f.  ft.     4-  .^.         -g-     -t-  -c-  -e-  -»-     -e~ 
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want,       All  our  trou 


ble  and  woe,  He  will  sure  -    ly    ro-lieve 


TT' 


loves  us  so. 


-1— 1-^ Pp-I -j-j 


Je  -  sus,  All  our  want  and  all  our  woe,  None  but  Jesus  can  relieve     us;  None  but  Jesus  loves  us  so. 


THE  BIBLE  SAYS  I  MAY. 
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T.   B.    RADER. 


k&l  »H*-»   '  j\\     ..  rf  "  J*  J'  Jill '  I 4  4  J*  Jl      J*  f  I  4  J  j^-fh-r- 


1.  I  am  a  llt-tle  soldier.  Ami  but  n  tew  years  old.  1  mean  to  Bjrbt  for  Jo-sns,  And  wear  a  crown  of  gold. 
2.1  l..ve  my  ]>rie-iuus  Sr,  lour  lie-cause  he  died  for  nic,  And  If  I  did  not  serve  lilm  How  'in  -  fill  [should  be  1 
3.  I      DOW  can   do  but   lit  -  tie;  Yi-t,  when    I  grow  a  man,    I'll       try    to   do  for  Je  -  bus  The  greatest  good  lean. 


____»_T_»_*_#_#     d «~r-*— — -  —  r* f    ■   *     g     8     Pi* *— *-T  ,-  f"   f"— *-r» 


n    i,   >..  f"    k.    iK    N   »,     n    .  .,s   N  _j n     vs....      .    .      .s    .    s    s    , 


I  know  lie  makes  me  hap  py.    And  h>\  cs  me    all  the     day 

lie  gives  me  every  com  fort.    And  hears  me  when  I    pnv 

God  help  and  keep  me  faithful  In     all       I      do  and     sav 
i 


I'll  he  hlslit-llo 
I  want  to  live  for 
I     want   to   live    a 


soldier.  The  III -hie  says  I  may, 
Je  -  sua.  The  P.I-  hie  says  I  may. 
Christian,  The  Bl  -  ble    says   I    may. 


•—.•<—•—• 


WORDS  OF  JESUS. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  "W.  PARTRIDGE. 


j— i — 
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1.        JhSiu]  s  eotsa  mil ri.lt-ilo  children. all  who  will  ;Sbaremyjoys  so  full  and  free,  Offer-ed  long,  and  oil.  i •-<  d  s(TTl. 

1  Seek  niviu;  .and  learn  my  truth.  For  them  search  most  carefully  :In  thy  days  of  tender  youth.*. ck  I  hem  first  and  prayerfully, 
3.  Then  you'll  live  in  my  own  love, Finding  peace  In  all  thy  ways.  While  on  earth  :ln  heaven  above. Share  ni\  Joys  through  eudlcs  days. 


j=t 
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EVERGREEN  PLAIN. 


Music  by  Rev.  I.  BALTZELL. 
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1.  Shall  wc  meet  beyond  tho    riv-er,         In  that  clime  where  angels  dwell?  Shall  we  meet  where  friendship 

2.  Shall  we  meet  where  flow'rs  are  blooming,  Ev-er    fade-less,     ev-er  fair,  Where  the  light  of  day  il- 


-J- 

o 

~z 


?z 


■a-  -fi- 


gfi. 


Chorus 


*     r 

nev-er,     Sad-dest  tales    of  sor-row     tell? 
lum-ing  Lives    of  those   who  en  -  ter  there? 

*-     -0- 
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Shall  we  meet, shall  wo  meet, Shallwe 

Shall  wemeet,  shall  we  meet, 

#••-*-■*-  -0-  •  ■+■  *- 
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'neet  on  the  ever-green  plain? Shall  we  meet  and  know  each  other  ever,  Shall  we  never  part  a  -  gain. 
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3.  Shall  we  meet  our  loved  companions, 
On  that  brighter,  fairer  shore? 
When  this  life's  great  work  is  ended, 
Shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more? 
Chorus. — Shall  we  meet,  &c. 


4.  Yes!  we'll  meet  beyond  the  river, 
Where  our  joys  shall  never  die, 
We  shall  meet  our  lov'd  and  lost  ones, 
In  that  happy  by  and  by. 
C/wrus. — Yes,  we'll  meet,  &c. 


ONLY  REMEMBERED.     {Quartette.) 
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Poetry  by  Dr.   DONAR. 


D.  F.  HODGES,  by  permission. 
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1.  Up   and    a-way,  like  the  dew     of    the  morning,  Soar-ing  from  earth  to  its  li"ine  ia   the  sun,- 

2.  Dp  and    a-way,  like  the  o  -  dors    of  ann-eet,    Sweet'mng  the  twilight  as  darkness  came  on ; 

3.  Need  I    be  missed  if  an-otl  :ceed  me,  Reaping  those  fields  which  in  spring  I] 

rtr—~       _ g-'-p— 0    >  r  4-g -*~:  1    1    1  u  1 1      r  ;-*- 
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So     let   me  steal  a-way,   gent-ly   and  lov-ing-ly, 
So     let  way,  peace-nil  -  ly,si  -  lently, 

^'Koplough'dorsow'd  is  ri"i  mif  harvester, 


# 

On  -  ly  remembcp-'l  by  what         nave  Clone. 
On  -  ly  remembered  by  what    1  have  done. 

But  he's  remembered  by  what  he   has   done. 

2:::>=:^?rr?rr'=^?=»-:  -  1 
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On 
On 
On 
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rememb 
rememb 

re  mem: 


On  -  ly  remembered, 
On  -  ly  remembered, 
1  »'i  -  ly  remembered, 


On  -  ly  remembered 
On  -  ly  remembered 

On  -  ly  1 


!,y 

by 

Ly 
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WHERE  ARE  MY  FRIENDS? 


(Dedicated  to  the  Orphans  in  the  Ebenezer  Orphan  Home,  Flat  Rock,  Ohio.) 
Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN.  Melody  by  W.  W.  HOFFMAN. 


Solo 


=N-   - 

1 .  Oh,where  are  the  friends  that  were  dear  to  my  heart.The  friends  from  whom  death  tore  me  rudely  apart  ? 

2.  They  tell    me  the  fath  -  er  I  cher  -  ished  with  love    Is   gone  to  the  realms  of  the  hies  -  sed  above- 
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Their  bod  -  ies  are  sleep-ing  within  the  cold  tomb,  But  tell  me,  Oh, where  do  their  freed  spir-ita  bloom? 
That  there  he  is  wait-ing  and  watching  for  me,    To  wel-come  me      o  -  ver  the  j as  -  per  -  lit  sea. 


fcfc 
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3  They  say  ot  my  mother,  when  dying  she  smiled, 
Confiding  to  Jesus  her  now  orphan  child. 
That  then  she  passed  calmly  and  sweetly  away, 
As  softly  as  closes  tho  light  of  the  day. 


4.  Oh,  where  is  the  land  where  my  loved  ones  are  gone? 
Oh,  where  is  the  shore  of  this  distant  uuknuwn? 
I  long  to  cross  over  the  jasper-lit  sea, 
My  Jesus,  my  loved  ones,  forever  to  see. 


WHERE  ARE  MY  FRIENDS?-Concl«dcd. 

Chorus.  f*,  /->  s 
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0  -  vt    in  Heaven,    0  -  v  r    in  Heaven.  Your  dear  ones.Your  loved  ones  Aro  ov  -  er  in  Heaven. 

£  /TN  *-       m        m       +•       m 
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7/5  JESUS  WHO  LOVES  THE  CHILDREN'S  NAME. 


Words  by  Mrs.   E.  C.   ELLSWORTH. 


Music  by  J.  H.  TENNEY. 
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1.  Conic,  children,  let  hi     ru-.'     Onr  cheerful  notes  of  praise,  And  with  the  anvils,       sing.      Of  Christ,  our  Saviour  Kliifr. 

2.  We'll  slug  the  woud-'rou-  love.  Which  brought  him  from  above;  Wliich  laid  bin  in  the  grave,  Our  guilty  soul*  to  save. 
3.1n  Ucav'u,   O  may  we     til  g    01  Christ,  our  Saviour   King,    And  with  the    angels     raise     Our  cheerful  notes  of  praise. 


^^0.0— 0—0—  m      0  •  0—0     0      0      0      0     0^-B—M      0—0—0—0      0--    {_{     "-ILri    j 


Chorus 
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Let     mu-slc,sweet  nm-slc,tlic     Joy -ful  truth  pro  -  claim,     Tls     Je-sus,    our  Je-sus,   who  loves    the  chlld-ren*s   name. 

I        K  _  —  _  ■#- 
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AS  YE  SOW,  YE  SHALL  REAP. 


E.  A. 


rn^m 


HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  J.   M.  STILLMAN. 
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What  afe  you  sow  -  ing,  my  broth-er, 
What  are  you  sow  -  ing,  my  broth-er, 
What  are  you  sow  -  ing,  my  broth-er, 
What  are  you  sow  -  ing,  my  br"bth-er, 


The  bit  -  ter  seeds  of  sin?  Then  you  will  gather, 
Art  sow  -  ing  to  the  flesh''  Then  you  will  gather, 
The  seeds  of  ho  -  li-ness?  Then  yoa  will  gather, 
The  seeds  of  truth  and  right?  Then  you  will  gather, 


my 
my 
my 

my 
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broth-er, 
broth-er, 
broth-er, 
broth-er, 


1/    i/ 
har-vest  of      sor-row    in 
har-vest  of  woes  a-fresh. 
har-vest  of      hap-pi-ness. 

har-vest  of       glo  -  ry  bright,  j 


] 
>     As    ye 


ye  shall  reap,      As    ye    sow 


-r-o~- L-  a — # — * — a— i-« — # — ®— 1-# — # — 0 — « — #-L# — i r — b — <4J *  — * — *-«J —   . JJ 


ye  sm 


p, Seeds  of  truth,or  seeds  of  sin,  As  ye  sow  ye  shall  gather  in,  As  ye   sow    ye   shall  reap. 
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PURER  YET  AND  PURER \-{Umo.) 
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1.  Purer  vet  anil  pur  -  rr 
2  Calmer  yet  and  calro-cr 
3.  lligbcr  yet  and  high  -  cr 


•-|g^:'    ^ — •—&     tr-v-' -S— 


G.  W.  FOSTER,  by  permission. 
:5— n — •-  -n-~. 


I  would  be        In 
Til    -    al  bear    anil      pa 
Out     of  clouds  and  nig 


— i~o — 


mind,        Pear  -  cr   yet     and  dear  -  cr     Kve  -  ry  du  -  ty     find; 

■alii.  Sur  -  cr    yet     andsur   -   cr     rvaco  at'last     to     gain; 

lit.        Near  -  er    yet    and  near- cr       Rls-lng  to   tho     light: 


Hoping  still  and  trusting 
Hull  -  'ring  still  and  doing. 
Light  lerene  and  ho  -  ly, 

0-  -0-  — 


"■— 1 

God   wlth-out    a       fear, 
To     his    will     re-signed, 
Where  n>y  soul   may   rest, 


Ta  -  tlcnt-  ly 
And     to     (iodsub 
Tur  -  1  -  fled  and     low 


-a- 

he  -llcv-  Ing 
du  -  lug 


rtc  will  make  all    clear. 

Heart  and  will  and  mind. 

banc-ll-lied     and    blest. 


Gently. 


FATHER,  LEAD  ME 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  W,  PARTRIDGE. 


m  jjjjij.jijg 
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1.  Father,  lend  me  In  I  he  way  Thou  would  'st  ever  have  me  go:Makeme  feel  thee  every  day.  Teaching  me  thy  truth  to  know. 

2.  Do  thou  draw  me  Hy  thy  love;  Let  nie  not  grow  hard  In  sin:  Ho  -  ly  Spirit .  Ihavenly Y)ore  In  my  soul.  come,  dwell  within. 

3.  Jesus,  Saviour,!  loly  Soh,\Vashnicby  thy  cleansing  blood  ;Grant  this  lavor,: Mighty  One,  Land  musato  o'er  death 'scold  flood. 


I      I      I      1       I      ryj  >       I  I        I       I       '  I 


HE  HAD  NOT  WHERE  TO  LAY  HIS  HEAD. 


BARBER. 


Music  by  WM.  T.  ROGERS. 


,*•  -*■ 

1.  Ye  whom  t  lie  world    es-tcemeth  great,  Who,  pil-Iowed    on  a     couch  of  state,  May  close,  at   fall      of  night,  the  eye  Bc- 

2.  When  moonlight    slept  upon  the  sea.      He  sought  thy  shores,0  Gal  -  1  -  lee  !    When  loud  the  winds  and  billows  raved,  Ti- 

3.  If    thus,    O     Buffering    Son  of  God,  In  meekness  thou   this   earth  hast  trod,  In  grief,  in   shaiuc,  in  sorrow's pow'r,  When 

'     ♦    -    .        N-.        ...        .      ....     *■*£..    *    *■+■   *■'•*■ 
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neath  a   gor-geonscan-o  -  py,     Ite-mem-ber   how   the  Saviour  came  To  bear  our  load  of  sin  and  shame.The  birds  of  earth,  th« 

her  i as, thy  storms  he  braved.The  dew-drops  gemmed  the  mountains  whereThe  Saviour  bowed  all  night  in  prayer ;  At  eve  thesuil  'rer'i 

clouds  around  our  path  shalUower:!!'  care,  if     suf  -  fer  -  ing  should  be  Our  lot, we'll  meekly  bow  like  thee.  Content  thy  lot  be- 
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fowls  of  air,     A  quiet  resting-place  may  share,  But  w  hen  the  shades  of  night  were  spread.  Ho  had  not  where  t»  lay  his  head, 
tears  (lowed  free.  A -mid  thy  bowers.Gethscmanc!  And  Calvary  marked  his  life-blood  shed;  lie  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head, 
low  to  bhare,  May  we  as    thou  our  burdens  bear,  Ee-joic-ing   In       thy   path  to  tread.  Who  hadst  sot  where  to  lay  thy  head  I 


M=f: 
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Words  by  F.  B.  COPP. 


FEAR  NOT  .CHILD  OF  JESUS. 
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Music  by  R.  A.  KINZIE. 
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1.  When   tho    clnl  -  ling  blasts  of   sorrow,  Bound  thy  drea  -  ry  path-way    blow;    IIopo  for    bet  -  tor 

2.  Rocks   thy    lifo  -  boat  on      the   surges     Of      life's    o  -  cean      to    and     fro,      Those  mad  waves  bat 


V>,| 


-^&=\ 
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Chorus. 


times    to  -  mor-row,  Lifo      is  changing    hero    he  -  low.    Fear   not,  fear  not.child  of    Jo -sus, Though  you 
near  -  or   urge  us     Where  life's  wa  -  tcrs  calm  -  ly   flow.     Fear  not,  &c, 
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3.  Withers  nil  that  Rive*  thee  pleasure  4.  Press  lliv  foes  In  countless  numbers              5.  Leave  thee  friends  and  kindred,  coldly. 

In  tbJaaUul  lint  below.  Ever  near,  ta  mock  tuy  woe,                             Is  misfortunes  round  thee  irrow. 

Thine  shrill  be  an  endless  treasure  Heaven's  ihorrsno  foe  encumbers.                 One  true  friend  stands  by  thee  boldly, 

Naught  ou  earth  cau  e'er  beklow.    ('UO.  lleavcu  ne'er  can  shield  a  ioe,— Vilnius.        Learel  theo  never  here  below.— CUOBDB, 
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JESUS  INVITES  YOU  TO  COME. 


Words  and  Music  by    E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
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1.  Come,  ye      dis  -   con   -  so  -  late,     wea  -  ry   of    sin,      Long  -  ing   and     sigh 

2.  Come  un   -   to       Jo  -  sus,      the  Lamb  that  was  slain,   Dy  -  ing     for       ns 

3.  Come,  then,  dear   sin  -  ncr,     no      Ion  -  ger   a  -  buse      Je  -   sus,     thy      Sav  - 


■  ing  for  rest, 
on  the  tree; 
iour     and      God; 
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Chorus. 
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Come  to  the  Saviour  and 
Come  to  the  Saviour, He'll 


s 


Je-sus  invites  you  to  come  un-to  Him,  Ho  can  re  -  lieve  the  dis 
All  that  he  suffer  -  ed  of  sorrow  and  pain,  Sin-ner,  he  suf-fered 
Come, he'll  receive  thee, no  longer  refuse ;  Wash, and  be  cleansed  in  h 
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-tress-ed. 
for  thee, 
is  blood. 
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pardon   re-ceivo;    )    «         i       .n     n       •                      i  i    i_  v               t           ■       -i 

f       ,       j.             *    >   Come  to    the  Sav-iour,   re-pent  and    believe,       Je-sus  m-vites  you  to      come. 

iree-ly     iorgive  ;    J                                           '        L  '                                 J 
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JESUS  DIED  FOR  ALL. 
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Words  and  Melody  by  Miss  C.  A.  K.  J.  PRICE. 


Harmonized  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


f 


'Twas  To    -    bus  that  was  cru    -    ci-fiedOn     s.-.-l  Mount  Calva  -  ry, 

2.  'Twas  be       that  died  to     o   -  pen  wide  The  pear- ly  gates  for   me, 

3.  Thou   Sou       of  God,  then  let      thy  hlood  Flow  freely  through  my  soul, 

-*—  r-*-± £-* T"  t   0   • 0— 0 *— t-« ^ * *- 


That  spilt  his  precious, 
That  through  his  all  -  a- 
And  wash  and  cleanse  from 


Chorus. 


prico  -  less  blood  For  such  as  you  and  me. 
ion  -  ing  blood  I  might  his  glo  -  ry  Bee. 
evo     -    ry      sin    And      sane  -  tL    -  fy      the  whole. 


5^.: 


Jo 


died, 


Ho 


=fc 


Jo  -  sus  died,  yes,    Jo  -  bus  died,  Ho 

-0 0 0 «— r- * * * *- 


T 


^=r-;  — r — — i 


psi* 


S3, 


Js-L 


-#1-Z3-.-" 


died  for  you  and 
died  for  you  and 


/-v.     i — # 0 0 0 


me 
me 

0 


•     |   Ho    died 


for  all,    both  great    and  small,  From  sin  to    set    us      free. 


-M-t 


-*— 0- 


i — r 
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THROW  OPEN  THE  GATES  AFAR. 


Words  and  Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


1.  My  treasures   are  gath-  er-  ing  yon.  -  der, 
The 


Harmonized  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 
— H N—  S       St— — -N- 


•^  "*• 


I  am  loos  -  ing  my   hold  on 


-  dols  once  loved  are  all  bro  -  ken, And  the  cords  that  have  bound  me  are  riven, 
spir  -  it    is    grow-ing  world-wea  -  ry,      For  the    vis-ion     of    Heav-en    ap  -  pears, 

And  the  death-an-gcl  stands  at  the        door, 


Tho 
My 

Where 
Tho 


■*•     -*j#    "     "     "  *      I 

Saviour  is  gent-ly  pre-par  -  ing,  My  soul  for  its  heavenly  birth : 
spir  -  it  is  pluming  its  pin  -  ions  For  its  boau-ti-ful  home  in  Heaven : 
eyes  will  no  longer  be  tear  -  y  As  here,  through  the  long,  sad  years, 
glo-ri-fied  lov-ed  ones  are     wait-ing  To  welcome  me  to  yon       shore. 

-P—P  .  p     p  .  p     P   ,.  p— — T ■<-;  ,  0— 0-f—  P- 


I   am  coming,  0  glo  -  ri-fied 
I    am  coming,  &c, 


loved  ones,  Throw  open  the  gates  a  -  far,    (a-far),    I   am  com-ing  to     be  where  my     Ja  -  sus  And  the 


THROW  OPEN  THE  GATES  AFAR -Concluded. 
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ti-ful    angels       are,      I  am  coming  to  bo  where  my  Jesus  And  tho  beautiful  angols        are. 
-»-»-.* 0-r-0^*—0—0-r0-r^—0—0—0-J*-^-^--±Lr0—+—a—m «       «TT> 
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Music  by  J.  K.  COLE. 


Let 
Let 


u«  sing 
us  pray 
Let    us  all   lovs  Jo 


to  Je 
to  Je 


BUS, 
BUS, 
BUS, 


:  i 

3* 


zw^zn 


Let  us  bless  his  name,  For  to  peek  and  ?ave  us  To  our  world  he  came. 
He  will  hear  out  cry,  And  will  send  to  help  us  From  his  throne  en  high. 
For  Ho  loved  us  so,      That  ho  died  to    save   us      From  our  Bin  and  woe. 


SCElc 


*    • 


Chorus. 


-v_J , 


g 


Jo  -   sus  is   our  Sav 
I 


iour, And  His  name  we'll  praise, Let  us  lovo  and  servo  Him,   In   our  youthful  days. 


-~^ 


V      V    V      V 

4.  Let  us  trust  in  Jesus, 
Ho  alone  can  save, 
And  Ho  waits  to  givo  us 
Lifo  beyond  the  grave. 


•„ ^ 

D.  Let  us  follow  Jesus, 
In  the  path  he  trod; 
This  will  upward  lead  us 
To  the  Throne  of  (Jod. 


m 


■*-■*-*;■ 


m^sm^sm 


,  Thero  we  shall  see  Jesus, 
.Sitting  on  his  throne; 

Ho  will  smile  upon  us, 
Calling  us  his  own. 


MY  BIBLE. 


Melody  by  D.  RODE. 


1.  Blcs-sed  Bl  -  IjIc,  Book  forme,    Cora -fort  of     my  heart,   Bear-In"  light  and  life  to  me,       Key  -  cr      to       dc  -  part. 

2.  Bles-scd  BI  -  ble,  Book  for  all,     Falth-ful  Guide  and  Friend,  Sounding  forth  thy  welcome  call,  Baachlng   out    thy  hand  ; 

3.  Blcs-sed  Bi  -  ble,  precious  word,  Ev  -  cr  speak  to   me  Of     my   rls_-  en,  reigning  Lord,  Till     His  throne  I        see. 


Book  of  Books,  I  love  thee  best;  Let  me  clasp  thee  to  my  breast  !I  will  walk.wlth  sweet  delight— Ever  In  thy  lio-ly  light. 
O     may  all  who  hear  thy  cry.  To  the  Bock  of  Ref-uge    fly.   Ere  the  light  of  mercy's  day  Fades  In  endless  night  a-way. 
Guide  my  hope  to  grander  heights, Nerve  my  faith  for  swifter  flights  ;Show  me  more  of  Jesus' grace  Till  I  see  Him  face  to  face, 
-rO— 0     fl.  !  P— *-P— »-rO     .     „.  i  „     ..  -  ?-  fi-^— *— <9?-T-g>— g— S)-- 0-rQ-O- 
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Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 


FANCHER.  S.  M. 


Music  by  C.  T.   DONDORE. 
— I — l-T 


I 

1.  0   Jc  -  sus,    lamb  of  God.Our  Saviour  and  our  Frlcnd.To   us     thy  heart   of  mer-cy  turn.  To   us   now   con-de-seer.d. 

2.  We  mourn  our  nian-y  sins,  Forgive  them  all  we  pray,  And  wash  our  splr  -  its  pure  and  clean,  Oh,  take  our  guilt  a-way. 

3.  Preserve    us  from  the  wrong,  And  help  us    do  the  right,  And  lead  us     by^  thy  lov-lnghaud    To  yon-der  world  of  light. 


0 — I — -. o . — .. 
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^i^^HEE 


M-0-a  !*■■*■  J       I       1        „  -0-  m  f-a       I 
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AFTERWARD  RECEIVE  ME  TO  GLORY. 
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Words  and  Melody  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER. 


Harmonized  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


—2-U 0 0 • 0 . -I i " 0 rt a m m 1 0 5 • 0—0 0 0 ■ f 


1.  Af-ter    the  cross  I  havo   pa-tient-ly  borne   0  -  vcr  the  fields  of  strife;      Af  -  tor  the  night  in  that 

2.  Af-tcr    the  Jays  of  my  pil-grimago  end.      Af- ter  their  talo  is   told,  Then.where  the  songs  of  e- 
-M o * 0'     0     -    ,   0 0—0     O 0 0—0—a 0—r--a r-0 — 0—0-0 0— _ — 


■+■ 


-6  —  0- 


-V—^—i. 


•    • 


V      • 


Chor 


^=v 


-K— H 


-v-*- 


fcfc 


^ 


-<5«>- 


as 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  morn,  Give    mo    a  crown   of       life.       Jesus,  my  Lord, when  this  war  -  fare  is  past, 
ter  -  ni  -  ty  blend,  Give    me    a     harp    of      gold!       Jesus.my  Lord,&c. 


w^ 


-0 — 0 — p- 


^=\ 


T^rr 


#     . 


-v— *- 


-•— •- 


|N=^^^i^ 


■=*- 


N     N 


utrj 


.q: 


:$=v 
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Led  by  thy  counsel  of  love,  Thou  wilt  receive  mo  to  glo  -  ry  at  last,    Safe  in  thy  kingdom  above. 


__ *_  P-M    0      0    0    fa  — ^-0  7—*-r* S-^— <*— T-' 0— *— * m— *tg n 


8.  After  the  battle  Is  over  and  won. 
Boded  la  wavuleuoAlm ; 
Alter  DM  pain  and  tin- watching  aredonc, 
Lilve  uiu  a  victor's  palm!— CuoiiL'S. 


♦.After  the  life  of  a  lowly  ono  here, 
Homble,  despised,  unknown; 
After  the  BUfigdom  of  K'ur)'  appear, 
Ulve  uiu  a  royal  throne;—  Ciionts, 


6.  After  the  days  of  my  labor  and  care. 
Weary  and  oft  opprciail, 
Xlnii.iii  the  home  tliou  bajtfrone  to>prepare, 
Ulvo  uio  eternal  rest !— CHOHCB. 
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WE'LL  AWAY  TO  THE  SCHOOL 


Melody  and  First  verse  and  Chorus  by  S.  H.  FISHER. 

1-1- 


Harmonized  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 
|  2.                   Chorus. 
_L_J h_  N 


^" 


J. 


i  The  Sabbath  morn  is  bright  and  clear.  We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath  School,  I 

)  No  drear-y  clouds  have  we    to   fear,    We'll  away  to  tlie  Sabbath      '    •         School  ( 

-it— i*— = — O—r-O 0 0 9—r-0 0 0 0---0-T0 0—m 1 P— T    ^    . , O-  ; 


\  "We'll  a-way,  a-way,  "We'll  a- 
!  We'll  a-way,  a-way,  We'll  a- 


way,  away,  We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath  School,  ( 

way,  a-way,  We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath     .    .    School.  \ 


MY  ALL  IN  ALL 


n 


praisi 

We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath" School, 
And  study  in  his  holy  Word, 

We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath  School. 

3.  To  kneel  with  humble  hearts  and  pray 
We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath  School, 
And  sacred  keep  God's  holy  day, 
We'll  away  to  the  Sabbath  School. 


"Words  by  Rev.  H 

-ffl^' 


B.  HARTZLER. 


thee  now,my  all  in  a 


Music  by  ALBERT  HOOK, 
fcfc 


-*—  j 1 (-: 1 j  - 

u 

1  Before  thy  face,my  God,I  fall,And  claim  thee  now,my  all  in  all  ;My  soul  with  expectation  sweet.Lics  faint  and  trembling  at  thy  feet. 


2.  My  warrant  In  thy  "Word  I  seek— 
I  seek— I  find— I  hear  thee  speak;' 
Thy  voice  my  bounding  spirit  tin  ills, 
Aud  all  my  heart  wlturapture  fills. 


— p-i — -ra-~ — *" — vm~l 

i   Vt\   i     '  "  f  u  > 

3.  The  blood  of  Jesus  speaks  my  peace; 
I  know  such  love  can  never  cease; 
I  rest  on  Him  aud  need  no  more 
Than  Christ,  my  Lord,  lor  evermore! 


YOU  ARE  SURE  TO  WIN  THE  DAY.  91 

Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN.  Music  by  J.  R.  DUNHAM. 

Duet.     Lively. 


~0 — ;— 0 — #-■«■ 0 — ■ — *--«■ 9— 0— ■+ — §-*-*— 0—*.— 0 — jl     0 — 0— * — * — 


1.  Ft  ami  up,  stand  up  for  God  and  the  right,  Your  strength  and  labor      all  u-nite,     To  put  the  foes    of 

2.  The  trum  -  pet  loudly  calls  to  you  all,   To      ral  -  lv  forth  at     Jo  -  sus'call.To  strike  for  right  what- 

3.  March  on, march  on,  there's  triumph  ahead,    To   cer-tain  vie  -  tor  -  y  we'll  be  led,  The  hosts  of  sin  will 

Int. 


K«=E^g 


J- 


Chonis.    With  Animation. 


. 


St-J  nf  i    Jfi    rij    ft  ! 
^1  1 \*  *    jz\  t    ji    8-Hr 


-K-* 


p. 


-0 — 0 


Jesus  to  flight,  And  win  tho  dav  for  fl<«l.   ~\      Bat- 
ever  befall,    And  win  the  day  f.>r      God.     > 
quickly  be  fled,  We'll  win  the  day  for  God.    J      Bat- 


Bat-tlo  on,     .     .     . 
tie  on,    battle  on, 


bat-tie  on 

bat-tlo    on 


for  truth!  Falter 
for  truth!  Falter 


•7* 


"; 


nes^ieii: 


»-_« 0 "iZlZ^l 


k 


not 
not, 


,  ,     hi «,_V P.J SI        h    Ml fcJ V bni 

S — i^jF^T* — *-*+*  • »— »-Vm — y»  * — *-*  1 1— S-; — »  hr^fr^J 


'"-  ^ 


O   earnest  youth  I  Je-sus  leads  .    .     you   in  the  fray,  You  aro  suro  to  win  the  day. 
falter  not.    0  earnest  youth!  Jesus  leads.ho  leads  you  in  the  frav.You  are  suro  to  win  the  day. 

J1,   .,  ' 


r  b  g  r  c 


-»-i *<- 
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THE  TEETOTAL  BANNER. 

("Wine  Is  a  mocker,  strong  drink  is  raging."  Prov's  20,  I.) 


R.  A.  KINZIE. 
M ^ *- 


1.  Now  let   tlie   temp'rance    banner  be   In    eve-ry  land  unfurled;  And  let  the  shout  of  freemen,  toe,  Re- 

2.  Too  long  the   flag    of    al  -  co-hol  lias  waved  o'er  all  our  land  ;Too  long  the  monster's  preyed  upon  The 


Bclrfb 


.0 ft—M. 


1 — r 


v    I 


EstgEEEEEEEE 


fcp: 


i-H — b— I s— I HT d-i-» « ' 1- 


1  — 1  1      1/ 

ech  -  o  through  the  world,  Till    eve  -  ry  is-land     of   the  sea,    Till    eve  -  ry  land    and     tongue,     The 
drunkards  of  his      band.      In   eve  -  ry    cit  -  y    foul  and  dense, In    eve  -  ry  vill  -  age      fair,         The 

*       £-# ,_T       0,7-     ^-» 

* » — * »■ 


^.   .   f      1      r — *-t-»-v— »—*~r-* *— * P-rf *-* *-~r 


#^ 


-J       J      1 — 3-  ■-*— 5 


3=-*-*-*- j  1  j  •  j    H 


IS 


pledge  tee-to  -  tal     shall    a-dopt,      And  swell  tho  joy  -  ous  throng,  And  swell  the    joy  -  ous   throng, 
grog  -  ger-ies   are     oped     to  luro       His  tip-pling   vie  -  tims  there,  His      tip-pling   vie  -  tims    there. 


:^S: 


V-1 


-**■ /—"—i F 


Chonis. 


THE  TEETOTAL  BANNER— Concluded. 


Repeat  Chorus  ff. 
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Then  let  the  tenop'rauce  banner  be  In  eve-ry  land  unfurled  ;  Aud  let  the  shout  of  freemen,  t*o,  lie  -  cell-  o  through  the  world, 

Q:>rir  00  fTTTr  '"if  ff  f\f'ff\\  r  C  HP  P  P  grg~P"  F  T\?'/  H 


~>r 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY, 
-feu 


THE  GATE  OE  PRAYER. 


#yj  j  n  j  |  j  j  j  j44tj^^ 


Music  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


j — m 

i-1-*  # — « 


1,  Lo!     I  hear  the     SaY-lour  call-lug:  "Child, a  -  rise  and  come  to    me; 

2.  Oh!    that   lOY-lng  voice     so   tcn-der.  How    It  draws  my    soul    a -way: 


I,    the  source  of      all       thy  pleasure, 
"Seek    me    at      the  gate      of    prayer! 
■\Vlillo   Hke sweet-eat     inns-  lc  fall-fng, 
•ll.isto    thee  to       the     pale    of     prayer! 
3.Sav-lour,  help  me,  guide  and  keep  me.  Seal  my  heart  for  -  ev  -  cr  thine;        Let      meflnd    my      on    -    ly   eom-fort, 

I      will    n  i  k  tin:     gate     of      prayer! 


0-^-0 — * — w-f-0-'—* — * — 0—r-0 — t m—. \0-'  0    0 0-T-0---0 — 0 m — r 

IV*  I  •      I         I  I         I  i  !/      I  II  \/ 


I).  8.  £ 


i  r  "'«  ■      I  V       T  I  v  ,  JJ-  '-■   «fc 


flare     my  precious  blood  for    thee: 
Thou  wilt  find      lno     wait-lug  there. 


Seek     me  at     the   gate 
the  gate 


Still        I    hear  it       gent  -  ly        say:    "Haste  thee  to 

Tbou   wilt  And  mo     wait-lug  there." 

In       thy    law  of      love    ill  -  vine,         I         will  seuk    the    gate    of 

Thou  wilt  own  ami    bless    me   there. 


of    prayer!      Thou  wilt  Dud   mo     walt-lng  there." 
of     prayer,     Thou  wilt  find    mo     waif  lng  there." 
prayer.       Thou    wilt  uivu aud  bless  me  there. 


,S..       ,    0    ■'      0 * T"# 
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HEAVEN  WITHIN  US. 


Words  by  Prof.  T.  C.   UPHAM. 

H_ .      .      N    N 

5*=~ 


^Z^V 


a—  m 


Music  by  T.  MARTIN  TOWNE. 


*■*■■»•■»*■ 

1.  It     is    time  to    lie  think-ins;  of  Ile.iv  -  en, 

2,  And  they  tell  us  that  o"er  the  dark  riv    -    er 

fc  fc  h  Is  h  .       >       ♦ 


-H — Vi — i S  — Ni K— Hi — I 1 1 Is — K — i2 — - — > 
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V-V—9 


So    our  teachers  most  earnestly 
We  will  laud  on  luc   hcav-eu  -  ly 

_J_* 


si 

■fi-  -ft- 


But  the  lieaven  to  which  they  would 
True,  but  Is     it      not  wi  -  ser  and 

N    N    h  n 


*/_D  ^£=£=g=  M       i     Z>$-rr    t    t    ^'    '  t 


CAorus. 

A       heaven 


here. 


lead       us.     Is      a   land  that  is     far,     far    a    -    wa 
bet    -    ter     To    discern    that  brisrht  Canaan  be  ~\  for 

■*-  -o-        "£.■*-+-£-+.      " 
— i P — EP^Pv — > — 9 — * — i^^P-L^-^ J  — - -1-- 


lieaven 


of     love 


=1=} 


v   v   v 

lieav-en  of 
*-  -fi-  -0- 


Q;jp-i      I ! ! V-*— * 
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V    V    V 
love — a  lieav-en   of  love, 

S 


3.  "Tlio  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you," 
So  the  greatest  of  teachers  hath  said; 
And  the  faithful  and  loving  have  found  it 
And  enjoyed  it,  before  they  were  dead. 


9     l/     V     •     I         9 
4.  "The  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you;" 
Then  let  doubtings  and  sorrow  depart 
For  the  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you; 
It  dwells  in  the  sanctified  heart. 


Dud. 


-7-9 — S fr — ■* — *t~- ,* — s — '— 
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'JESUS'  LITTLE  LAMB  AM  I." 

(For  the  little  ones.) 
S        S       S 
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Music  by  J.  H.  TENNEY 


_*^_Z? 


-- St— *  ■  S  -I 
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1.  Jo  -  pus'    lit  -  tie  lamb  am    I,      On    his    good-ness  1    ro  -  ly  ;    lie,  my    gcn-tlo   Shop-herd,  leads  ms, 

2.  Un-der-neath   His  graci-ous  staff,   I     go     in    and  out  and  have  Pastures  sweet  around  me    ly  -  ing, 
3.Shoulda  lamb-kin  then,  like  me,      I'.v  -  er  sad  and  thankless  be?    When  these  pleasant  days  are  en  -  dea, 


^z^zzzrzzj=: 


__ p.- 


-  • 
— I— 
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m 
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For 


his  pas  -  hires  green  Ho    feeds   me; 
All  my  hungry      soul    sup  -  ply  -  ing.    When  I 


Ho    loves  mo, 

thirst,  my 

On  my  Shep-herd's   bo  -  som   .ten  -  dcd,    I      shall    bo       in 


knows  mo  wv  11,  And  my  lit  -  tie 
feet  Ho  brings  Whore  tho  liv  -  ing 
per  -  feet    bliss — Ah!    no  joy   c;m 
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name  can    tell. 
Wa  -  tor  springs. 
e  -  qual 


this. 


§^=fe=3 


For    Ho    loves    me,  knows   mo    well,    And    my  lit  -  tlo    name    can    tell. 

When  I    thirst,    my    feet      Ho    brings   Where  tlio  liv  -  ing    wa  -  tor  springs. 

I        shall   be       in      per  -  feet     bliss — Ah!     no  joy    can      e    -    qual    this. 

Is  A-        M.  JL.  h 
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Words  by  ANNA  CLEAVES. 


I  AM  NEVER' LONELY. 


Music  by  T.  C. 

-1 t-T-N  -  S 


O'KANE. 


Bloom-ingin 


_MfcJ_r_£Ed_±£^___*5 


_3r* — l 


1.  Tell  me,  lit- tie  Hare-bell,  Are  you  lone-ly  here,       Bloom-ingin  the  shad  -  ow, On  this  rock  so  drear; 

2.  Are  you  nev-er  wear  -  y    Of  this  darksome  mold,  Where  no  sunlight  fall-eth,  Where  'tis  bleak  and  cold? 

3.  Answered  then  the  wildnower,Noddinglowitshead!  "Tho'thisspotseemsdreary.Tho'thesunlight'sfled, 


r*__-i «— »* — * — * — 0-r-0 *-t-*-v-» — a — °-tw^. — ? — r»" — * — » — 0-r-0 *~t-\ * — * — »-r»-: r 
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Cling-ing  to  this  earth-bit,  As  if  in  mid  -  air,  With  yoursweetfacotowardme,Lookingstrangely  fair? 
Why  you  look  so  hap  -  py,  Sure  lean  -  not  tell:  I  would  learn  thy  secret.  Pretty, bright  Hare-bell. 
Know  that  I'm  not  lonely,  That  I  ne'er  despair;       God    is  in   the  shad  -  ow;  God  is  eve  -  ry  -  where  1" 


V    V 


Chorus. 


:T=S= 
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I  am  nev-er      lone* -ly,  Why  should  I  despair,      Godisev  -  er     with  me,   God  is  ev-ery -where. 
*■    J*  _h  *■    "♦""^J     _.        _,  „  _____         ^ 
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CHIME  ON,  SWEET  BELLS. 
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Words  and  Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


Harmonized  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 

SSi         s     s 


f-d    d    d      d      d    drG^^hi     j  I  %3B 


petlv  chime  the  glad   bi'll*,  And  their  mcr-ry   joy   Mis,  That   the  hoar  for  the  school  is  here ;  j 

a  -  way,  There  to  pruiso  and  to  pray,   In    onr  own  Sabbath  School  «o  dear.  } 

His     feet,   And  his  blessing  and  grace  im-plore:  I 

raise    Grateful  anthems    of   praise,  And  his  mer-cy  and  love     a  -  dore.  | 


2.    f  There  onr  Saviour  we    meet,  And  we  bow  nt 
\  And  wo    joy-fnl  -  ly 


r     f  f  f      ♦     _*._ 


f'liorii* 

b-TT-T 


ep*i^^WPH»iBPiP^i 


Chime  on.swcct  bells,  Happy  SabbathSchool  bell?,  Blessed  SabbathSchool  bells,  Chime  on!Chime  on  ,sweet  bells,  Happy 

i        i 


— — I — J~i ' 1 / *»-L^ — ^ — i 1 •- — <«-L-- — h — I 1 1 — x  -i 1 — L-  ^» — • — i — | * /  -* 


¥     ¥     ¥     ¥     \ 


fer^c-M — j JS—  Sur*=^r: 


=t=t 


T'"^ 


111 


Sabbath  School  bells.Bleesed  Sabbath  S  hool  bells,chimeon '  Chime  on, chime  on, chime  on, chime  on,chime  on. 

chime  on, 

«•       - * I 


2£ 


» *    •-•   .  |       T~    |  T       0    ,    IP- 
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■■  on, 


chime  on,        chime  on, chime  on. 
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"Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 

Suet. 


FORGIVE. 

All  p. 


Music  by  S.  "W.  STRAUB. 

Duet. 


— b~  /,       i-T— I K— N-j s-zhr* — » 1 »y-| k—^ N~ -     •    l-r-1 n— N— j k— n-t 


1.  When  otli  -  ers  of-fend  you  or   do   you  wrong, Forgive,forgive, forgive;  Don't  car  -  ry    a  bur-den   of 

2.  When  oth  -  ers  ill-treat  you  or  give  you  pain, Forgive, forgive, forgive  ;  Don't  quarrel,  or  scold,  or  re- 

9 — •— * — t^e- 
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tt£± 
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j     j  r 

• # — r 


ha  -  tred  a  -  long,  Forgive,  forgive,    forgive, 
tort,  or  complain,  Forgive,  forgive,  forgive. 


As     Je  -  bus    has  kindly  for  -  gi\ 
It     on  -  ly    in-crea-ses  the  bit 


-    en    you, 

ter    i-mart   That 


§H^ 


w 


-i-l- 0 '—m- 


- — f-» — » — »    »- 


•    • 


-#—  - 


r-J 


_N_A_ 


you  should  forgive  your  playmates, too  ;Forgivo  them, they  know  not  what  they  do.Forgive, forgive, forgive, 
lies    like  a  wound  up-on  your  heart ;Choosc  rather  the  nobltr, bet- tor  part,     Forgive,  forgive,  for-give. 

£  *  -     -     /,.  I     h  h 
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IF  JESUS  LEADS  ME. 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  E.  A.   HANCHET. 


Jo  -  bus  leads  me.what  need  i  fear  No  ill  can  harm  mo  while  ho  is  nenrjlis  voice  is  pleasure.his 
Je  -  ena  leads  me,  I  amse-cure,    No  help  s<>  ready,  no  aid    bo  sure;  His  grace  will  seep  me. his 

Je  -  fih  leads  me,  I'm  truly  blest,  The  way  he  chooses  is  always  best;  Come  joy  or  sorrow,  coma 


— — T--0--T-0-' -0—0 0—0  T0 — 0— -- 
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Clwrus. 
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presenoe  bliss, \Vliat  rapture  sweeter, more  pure  than  this ' 
Btrengthuphold.T'uat  none  can  tear  me  from  his  dear  ' 
weal  or  woe, Where  Je  -  bus  leads  me  I'll  glad-ly     g 

*-    -0- 


this!  ) 

fold.  [ 


If    Jo  -  sus  leads  mo,  I  am     con-tent,  Cheer- 


zvi 0—0—- — - — r» — 0 — 0 — ' T * — o — T-0-j-0 — 0 — 0 — 0— %-r-0 — 0 — 0 — t-M-r 


«j — ^_l_ 


fnl  I  walk  in  the  path  he  went,  And  whether  sorrow  or  joy  besent.If  Je- sus  leads  I  am  content. 
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THE  SWEET  NEW  SONG. 


("Ami  tliey  sang  as  it  were  a  New  Song  before  the  Throne,"  Tier.  XIV,  3. 
Words  by  G.  W.  CAFFREY.  Music  by  S.  WESLEY  MARTIN. 


1.  There'll  be  joy  beyond  the  river,  When  wo  pass  the  shining  shore,  When  our  sighing  and  our  weeping,  An  J  earth's 

2.  There'll  bejoy  beyond  the  ri  ver,  When  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand,  When  the  an  gel-hosts  in  wait-ing  Bid  us 

3.  There'llbejoy  beyond  theriver, When  the  jas-per  walls  we  see,  Andtheptar-ly  gates  are  o-pened, Opened 

4.  There'll  bejoy  beyond  the  river,  When  our  Saviour  we  behold,  When  our  brightest  hopes  and  longings  In  fru- 


Duet. 


u—H. 0 5—^ — 5 Z I_5_JI 3 ta — r-_ 


->-V 


tri  -  als  all   are   o  er  ;  When  the  ran-somed  of  all  na-tions  Join  and     min-gle   in  the  throng,      Safe  -  ly 
welcome  to  yon  land. There  we'll  meet  our  friends  and  loved  ones  Who  before  us  long  have  gone,  And  with 
wide  for  you  and  me:  When  the  sweet  se-raph-io  mus-ic  Count-less  an  -  gel-tongues  prolong,  Oh,    our 
i  -  tion  sweet  unfold.    When  the  ran-som-ed  hosts  of  ages  Meet  to   wor  -  snip  round  the  Tbrone,  Wc  shall 


Chorus. 

— *r 
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an-chored  in   the  har-bor,  We  will  sing  the  Sweet  New  Song 
joyful  hearts  we'll  greet  them  As  we  sing  the  Sweet  New  Song, 
liearts.withlovo  expanding, Then  will  swell  the  Sweet  New  Song 
join 


ong.") 
ong.  [ 
ontr.  \ 


the  heavenly  chorus  As  they  sing  the  Sweet  New  Song.  J 


Wo  will  sing  the  Sweet  New  Song,  We  will 


m 


THE  SWEET,  NEW  SONG -Concluded. 
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1—J-, : 0 — m jj— i <±-0-. — a a a a — JJ 

■ins  the  Sweet,  New  Song,   Safe  -  ly    anchored  in      the  harbor,   We    will  sing  thi  w  Song. 

— / / 1 *— — 0-l-0-.— 0 0-.—0 — 0 0 S /-1-/ / / • 0— J-1 


Words  hy  D.  E.  COODHART. 


LORD,  I'M  A  WAYWARD  CHILD. 


Music  by  J.   H.  LESLIE. 


'— 0-1-O 0      ^    r.M aZZZZZ^A^ L_# » #_I_#_r___L^ a #_I_^ 


1.  Lord,  I'm  a  way-ward  child,  Wandered  from  home;  In    this  dark  desert  wild    Sin  -  ful      I    roam 

2.  llum-hly   I     bow  to    thee,  With    pin   oppressed.   Can  there  yet  mercy  be?    Tan      I      find  rest 

3.  Turn   to   thy  Saviour   now,  Ho      will   forgivo;      He     died  on  I'alv'ry's  brow  That  you  might  live  ; 

-        « m  . 

•  » 1 1  * 


^¥y+i  I*  U C  C  U'  =6-6 1 PTm     *  ^JL-U-C 
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Far,  farfrom  thee,  my  Lord,  Far  from  thy  holy  word;  With  sin  and  shams  defiled,  Father,  I   come! 
In  my  Redeemer's  love,  Which  flows  from  Heaven  above,  That  we  m  be  Happy  and  blest? 

Look, look  to  Him  for  aid;Hope,  trnst,be  not  dismayed  ;He  will  receive  you  now    li  lieve. 


— r-. * #—»-,-»—#—# — r— , 0 F-T-#r 

— tttj — u  1 1 1»  1*  r~ri     u  -u  i  • 


102 


OUR  SABBATH  HOME. 


Words  by  R.  D.  SWAIN. 

-4— K-V±~t 


Melody  by  JOHN  McPHERSON. 


7. S — Si"1 ' ' — 2J — i— i — « 1 ' K— Ni—1 1 1 1 -i — • 1  Ji-l-r* ~d  -±d  » h— P — H — I 1 — T 


SS 


1.  O,    I  love  to  come  lo  our  Sunday  School 

2.  O  we  love  to  come  to  our  Sabbath  Home, 

3.  Lot  us  then  toil  on  till  our  days  are  done, 


"When  the  six  days  toil  is  o'er,  is  o'er  — To  read  and  sing  of  Je-sus  our  Kins.  And 
Yet  we  would  nut  come  alone:  alone;  But  each  bring  in  from  places  of  sin  Soma 
Till  the  heavenly  gates  unfold:  unfold ;  Till  we  And  rest  on  Jesus'  dear  breast,  In 


Chorus. 
O,       we 


D.  S.   To  read  and  sing  of  Jesus  our  King,  And 


love 


if- 


ti  come, 


D.S. 


learn  to  love  him  more 
wretch-ed,  wand-'rlng  one 
yon  bright  home  of         gold 


we  love   to  come,  we-     love   to   come,  To   our   Sun  -  day  School   so        dear, 


m 


learn   to    love   him  more. 


GOD  IS  NEAR  THEE. 


By  Permission  of  O.  DITSON  &  CO. 


0 — m-  -j — j *-*—( 


I 

1.  God  Is  near  thee.  Therefore  cheer  thee.  Sad  soul :  He'li  defend  thee  When  around  thee  Billows  roll.  'When  around,  etc. 

2.  Calm  thy  sadness.  Look  in  gladness  on  high:  Faint  and  weary  Pilgrim,  cheer  thee.  Help  is  nigh,      Pilgrim  cheer  the  etc 

3.  Mark  the  sea-bird. \Vildl>  wheeling  Through  the  skies  ;God  defends  him.God  attends  him  When  he  cries  God  attends  him,  tic. 

4.  God  is  near  thee.  Therefore  cheer  thee.  Sad  soul;  He'll  defend  thee  When  around  thee  Billows  roll,  When  around,  etc." 


GIVE  US  THE  CHILDREN'S  SOULS. 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 

Duel 


Music  by  C.  C.  CASE. 


_fc 


*  J  # — — 0-1-0  .0 L  <-- — ■ ■ — '-%*— —l-0.0 — aJ-m-0-% 


1.  Give  us  llic  ehtldreo'i  soulsl   VY>    plead,  0  Lord,  foi  these;     Ko  eth-er  gin  besiow  -  ed  Our  longings  can  ap  -  pease,  wv™ 

2.  GWe  us  tbe  chlldri  >ur    work  Is  valu  and  naught  Unless  these  cherished  ones  lu- to    thy  fold  arc  brought.  Foe 
ft.  Glreustliechlldreu^s  souls!  our  Joy     is      in-com-plela      Until  we  lay  ibcm  down    As   troph-les    :it   thy   feet.  With* 


m  be* 


a 


:i: 


—  i »-.- 0-. \-0-.-0-     -  \ 


rit. 


r 

taught  thy  1)0-1  y   truths. We' vc  sown  tlic  preclom  feed.  And  now.O  I.ord.brlng  forth  the  fin  It  :Oi veils  these  souls.wc  plead! 

tills  we're  longed  and  sighed  ;For  this  our  heartsnow  UeedtFoi  tiiN.o  Lord.we  pray  to-day;GlT€  us  these  >onU,we  plead, 
bold  whatever  thou  w  iit,  E  ™  Mess-logs  that  we  need.  But  bear  the  pray-er  we  makcto-daj  ;Glveus  these sools, we  plead. 


Chorus. 

J- - 
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rit. 
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souls,     For   tills   our  hearts  now  bleed  Jorthbvfortbls  we pleadl 

BJ^CETffi^rffi  i  1111 
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Qlva  us  Um  children's  jouls.Tlicsc   pree-lous,preclous  souls,     For  this   our  hearts  now  bleed  Jor  thuyfor  this  we  plead  I 
0  0  »0_ 


jg  W,  |».k-w- 
Y-W-~ — 
Give  us  their  souls. 


These  precious  souls, 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


EH? 


zr=t 


OVER  THERE. 


Mucic  Dy  W.  O.  PERKINS. 


:Jr: 


T^-Sr^r^=r= 


» ]> J-  -<9 0 ff 0-4-0-7-1- 

«— J « — g-L„ « g #_l ; 


1.  There  are  angels  arrayed  in  white, There, there,  o  -  ver.over  there, And  their  wings  are  bathedinlight 
12.  There  are  mansions  prepared  above, There, there, o-ver,  over  there,    In  the  land    of  peace  and  love, 
3.  Jesus  sits  on  the  great  White  Throne, There.there, o-ver, over  there,  And  he  claims  me  as  his   own, 


There,  o-ver,  o-ver,  there.  I'm  a  pil-grim  to  that  land, 
There,  o-ver,  o-ver  there.  There's  a  mansion  there  for  me, 
There,     o-ver,  o-ver   there.  He  sustains   me  by     his   grace 


To 
0- 
In 


that  blest    hap-py   land,  And  I 

ver  death's   rag-ing   sea,  And  I 

my   brief,  earthly   race,  And   I 
£     £     £ 


z?ff 
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Ch(  rus. 
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hope  ere  long  I  may  join  that  throng  In  the  hap-py  glo  -  ry-land. 
fond-ly  hopo  Soon  its  gates  will  opo,  And  its  glo  -ry  I  shall  see. 
soon  snail  rest  On  his  lov-ing  breast,  And  shall  see  him  faco  to  face. 


Thoro  are  an-gels  arrayed  in 
There  are  mansions  prepared  a- 
Je  -  sus  sits     on  the  great  White 


JUlJ 


A,. 


£gEgl£fejfEggj 


0  VER  THERE— Concluded. 
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white,  There,  there,  over,  o-vr  there.And  their  wines  are  bathed  in  light.There,   o-rer,  over  there, 

bove,  There,  there,  aver,  o-ver  there,  In  the  land  oil   peace  and  love,     There,    oyer,  o-ver  there. 

Throne,  There. there. over,  o-ver  there, And  he  claims  me  as     liis    own,      There,   o-\  there 

-P-'- 1 1 n *— '-0-1 
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Word3  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORWIG. 


5  SHEPHERD. 

Music  by  "W.  A.  OCDEN. 


1.  Christ  is  not 


Shepherd  only     Un    -    to  those       In    years 


:>-4--g- 
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grown  old,         l!::f  has  gathered     chlld-ren  al  -  so 
D.  S.    Siil'e-ly      in       his       bleat  end. .sure 

0—1 a —  •— 0- 
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In  -  to  Ills   nmst   blessed  Ibid, 
All  the  laiubkini   he  will  keep. 


for    them    ho 


deep-ly         As    for     an  -  y 
.        -  I        "T.O-      JL 


of     Ills     sheep, 


'.'.  Ami  upon  the  same  rich  pasture 
Will  ho  fced  then)  every  <la\. 
Ami  irom  nut  Uia  game  pure  fountain 

m  iv  they  iirink  while  they  obey. 
But  if  irom  the  ibid  tin  y  wander, 

Qrlevlng  the  good  Shepherd's  heart. 
As  do  often  those  wlio're  older, 
Xln  y  (ben  too  must  tilth  r  smart. 


3.  Rut  do  all  of  these  dear  Children 
To  theSa>  lour'*  fold  belong! 
ilare  they  all  a  hope  of  meeting 
Yonder  ihlnlng,  lieav'nly  throng? 

If  llielr  --ins  Inive  not  lion  hanloDed, 

Let  thrill  now  to  .li  vi!  .  go. 

He  will  give  them  pi  «<••■  and  comfort. 
And  will  .save  them  from  all  «,  . . 
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THE  EDEN  ABOVE. 


KINGSBURY. 
± 
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1.  How  sweet  to  re  -  fleet  on  the  joys  that  a  -  wait  me  In  yon  blissful  re  -  gion,  the  ha  -  yen  of  rest,  Where 

2.  Then  hail!  bles-sed  state  ;hail, ye  songsters  of  glo  -  ry;  Ye  harpers  of  bliss,  soon  I'll  meet  you  above, And 
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glo  -  ri  -  fied   spir-its  with  welcome  shall  greet  me, And  lead  me  to  mansions  prepared  for  the  blest.    En- 
join your  full  choir  in  rehears-ing   the  sto  -  rv, "Sal  -  vation  from  sorrow  through  Jesus' dear  love,"Then 

AS  j  . 
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cir-<led  with  light, and  with  glory    enshrouded,  My  hap-pi  -  ness    perfect,  my  mind's  sky    unclouded, I'll 
songs  to  the  Lamb  shall  re-ejho  through  heavsn  ;  My  soul  will  respond,  To  Immanuel   be  giv  -  en    All 
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1/     • 

bathe  in   the    o  -  cean  of  pleas-urn  un-boun-ded,  And  range  with  delight  thro'  the  E   -  den  a  -  bove, 
glo  -  ry,    all      liou-or,   all  might,  and  dominion,  Who  brought  us  thro'  grace  to  the  E-den     a  -  bove 


^8  i    i  Tip  ypiL   ll  i  ]*•— ¥  fi  ^    r  f»  i  p    fttl    l   l   i"  -h 
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/  W/ZZ  LOVE  THE  SAVIOUR. 


Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
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Music  by  ROBERT  K.  MOORE. 
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•'.  Willie  thousands  are  walking  la     un-go 
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counsel,  Do-lug     not    tlio     Master's     will. 


will     lore     my 
will     keep     his 
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Chorus. 
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dear    He  .1'iin-er.     I    will  li.vo  my  Ix>r<l  al-way. 

pure  eoBuaamtmeots,  I  win  tore  my  Sa  -  viour  still. 


Olhrrs,thcii.  may    <1.>    as  they  will,      I    will  love  my  Sa-vlour  Mill. 
Other*,  then, mat'  do  AC. 
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3.  While  thousands  are                  'ithev.tinandscornful,  4.  Like  trees  that  are  planted  by  the  streams  of  water, 

Hating  truth,  and  loving  ill,  Decked  with  fruit,  and  evergreen, 

I  will  praise  the  Lord  that  Bavea  me,  They  who  lovo  their  Lord  and  Master, 

I  will  love  my  Saviour  still. — Chorus.  Ever  blooming  shall  bo  seen. — Chorut. 


MY  SWEET  HOME  IN  HEAVEN. 


Music  by  J.   H.  TENNEY. 


Chorus. 


me 

hope 

there 

wells 


is  given, 
is  given, 
he  given, 
be  given 


EES 


The  thought  of  my  sweet  home  in  heaven.'* 
We'll  meet  ill  yon  sweet  home  In  heaven.  J 
In     yon-der  peace-Ail  home  in  heaven,! 

In     yon  -  cier  blessed  home  in  heaven. J 

a  ^ 


O       home of     peace blest    home of 


O      home  of  peace,  blest  home  ol'lovc",  O  home  of  peace,  blest 


fch — r: 


he 
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love Sweet  home of    end , 

home  of  love, Sweet  home  of  endless    life    a-hove, 
-#-    ■*•    -*-   -*-         -9-  -S- 


. .less  life a bovc When  ties 

Sweet     home  of  endless   life 


.that 
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above;      When  ties  that  bind   to 
»-  -»-  -»-  -i> 


MY  SWEET  HOME  IN  HEAVEN -Concluded. 


hind  u  iliTTTT... .     anriv'n [11  seek thy    courts sweet  liomc        In 

eartliare  rWn.Wlieu  Uea  that  bind  to  earth  arc  rlv'u.ITUceklhycoui  [s,swccthomc  In  Hear'n.lTl  seek  thy  oourts,iiwcct  homuinheav'n! 
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LITTLE  CHILDREN  SHOULD  BE  CHRISTIANS. 

Words  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORWIG.  Music  by  C.  T.    DONDORE. 
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1.    Lit  •  tie  children  should  be  Christians,  Leaving   all     the   paths  of  sin.  G  i  -lug     op      their  lives   to      ■'<   -  sua, 

1).  s.  When!  arc  now      unnumbered     cblld-ren 

J.    Lit  -Uaelilldren  should  bo  Christians;  Je-sus  bids   Lhemcome  tohlm;  rie        a-lono   can   make  them  hup  -  pv, 

D.  8.  They    that  seek    the      s.n  i..ur       car    -  ly 

3.    Llt-tlc  eblld-rcn  should  be  Christians,  Working  for   the.  Lord  In  youth:  For   liy     walt-Ing     till  they're  old  -  cr 

D.  8.  Now    let     all      he        ml   •  ly     wll 
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Vor     he     died  their  touts   to  win; 
Sing-liiK        of     tho    Saviour  s  love. 
And    can     wn  them  from  all  sin. 
Shall  be    mads    the  heirs  of  bear1!!. 
They  iikit  learn  to  ipnrn  his  truth. 
For    the  Lord      a  -  lone    to  live. 


Died  thai  they  might  be     trans-por  -  ted     To  the  biiss-ful  climes  a-bovo. 
To     tho  young     a     ipoo  -  lal     prom  lie     Has  ao  grao  -  lous-ly  been  glv^i — 

Who  to-day,      a   ■  moiig  these     chlld-reu,  Will  tholr  heart-,  to  Jc-susglret 
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"SPEAK  A  WORD  TO  GOD  FOR  ME." 


"What  is  intercession?"  was  asked  of  a  class  ofSunday  School  children.    A  little  girl  gave  the  best  definition  of  the  word  when 
she  replied:    Qpeakiny  a  ivordlo  God/or  us.*1    How  like  childhood's  simple  faith  is  this! 

Words  by  Rev.   H.   B.   HARTZLER.  Music  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 


1.  I  am  weary  with  my  toiling  In  the  vine-yard  all  the  day,  Vainly  seeking  gorms  of  promise  Patient 

2.  Foes  andsnares  are  all  around  me, Darkness  falls  upon  my  way,  And  my  heart  is  faint  with  waiting  For  the 

3.  Whenthelightbreaksfulluponthee,Andthy  soul  is  all  aflame, When  thy  faith,  in  holy  dar  -  ing,  All  the 
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to    re-pay.      Paul  may  plant,  A-pol-los   wa-ter,  Fruitless  still  the  work  must  be,      I  would 

of  the  day.    Wordsofcheer — I  hear  youspeak  them, Hands  of  help  outstretched  I  see;  But  no 

prom-i-ses  can  claim,  Throw  the  arms  of  thy  pe  -  ti  -  tion    In  a   strong,  a  -  vail-ing  plea,  Pvound  a 
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trust  no  unblessed  la-bor,  Speak  a  word  to  God 
hand  of  man  may  save  mo,  Speak  a  word  to  God 
wea-ry,   need  -  y   toil  -  er,  Speak  a  word  to  God 

£    £    ££    £     .     £   _ 
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for 
for 

for 


me, 
me, 
me, 


Speak  a  word  to 
Speak  a  word  to 
Speak  a    word  to 


_J5I. 


God 
God 
God 
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for  me. 
for  me. 
for      me. 
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IN  THE  GLORY  OF  THE  OTHER. 

Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 

A_  fc_l ^_. 
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Music  by  H.  S.  PERKINS. 
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1.  Though  this  world  is  of  -  ten  cheerless,    Fal  ter  not,  my  Christian  Brother !Weep-ing  eyes  will  all  bo 

2.  Though  thy  friends  on  earth  may  leave  thee.Cling  to  .Ic-sus, christian  Brother!  Faithless  hearts  will  never 
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tear-less,    In      the    glo  -  ry 
grieve  thee  In      the    glo  -  ry 


of 
of 


the  oth  -  er. 
the  oth  -  er. 


Oh.  the  glo  -  ry 
Oh,  the  glo  -  ry, 


of 


the    oth  -  er!    Oh,    the 
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glo-  ry    of    the  oth  -  erl 
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am  long-ing,  longing,  long-ing,      For  the  glo 
-0 »- 


.     \ 
rv    of  the  oth-er! 

a 


3.  O'er  tliy  dead  ones  art  thou  sighing? 
I        e  thy  ?ah  ian  Brother! 

fonder  is  no  pain  or  dying 
In  the  glory  ct  the  other. — Chi 
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4.  Earth  i*  not  my  plaro  of  dwelling, 
I  nm  looking  for  another; 

in  my  heart  are  swelling 
For  '  t'  the  other.  —  Chorua, 
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Words  by  Rev 
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THE  CHRISTIAN'S  SONG. 

J.  D.  WYCKOFF. 


Music  by  E. 


A.   HANCHET. 
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1.  There's  an  old,     old  sons;   of  a       love 

2.  I  have  Learned  this  song  and  its    mem 

3.  You  may  seem  to   ping  with  no   hear 

4.  Oh!  the  ceaseless  praise  that  we   there 

r    £   4   4 

-T— T— T 


deep, 


That  its  choic-est  treas-ure      it  would    not  keep, 
Lies  be-neath   my     faith  like  a       qui   -   et     sea, 
ers    now,  And  the  thorns,  not  laur-els,  may  crown  your  brow, 
shall  sing;  Here  its     ech  -  o     falls,  there   its   full  chimes  ring. 


Till   it    blessed  a     world 
'Tis   enough      for     me 


with  its  dawn  -  in 
that  my  Sav-iour 
in  the  din  and 
will   be   none 


light 
lives, 
strife, 

long, 


Of 

And 


a      sun  that  scatters  the   dark 
_   the  song  I      sing   is   the  love 
'Twill  be  sweet-er  soon  by  the  tree 
To       re-cite     the  love   of  this  old, 


night. 


gives, 
life. 


est 
he 
of 

old   song. 
rts 
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'Tis  the  song  and 
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stor  -  y     of  Christ's  sweet  love  Coming  down  to 
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U3    from  the  realms  above;  'Where 
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THE  CHRISTIANS  SONG -Conclude?. 


113 


cv  -  or  Still  rich  -  er     andsweet-cr    and  pur  -  er   it  e 
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Wortli  by  ABBY    MILLS 
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Music  by  J.    H.   RHEEM. 


I. 


Hark!  'Ms 


• 
the  voice         of      the       Mas.   -  tcr  I      licar, 

the  fli Ms        lor  the     liar   -     v<  *t        ap-pear, 
ly    will)         you,    my   grace         to         be  -  slow. 
Thy         ser  -  rant  hi  ar    -    oth,    and    fain         would     o  -  boy, 
Where'er       thy  pres    -    enoe     II  -  Inm   -   lues      the   way, 
D.  C,  Where'er        thy   glo    -    ry      on     earth        I        may     sue 
„   ( Soon     to  tlic    saved       on     the     rv     -     er  -  preen  shorn 

•(.Tin-re   with     my   Say    -    lour   nidwcll         ev   -   er  -  more, 
D.C.Tbllh  -i-r       I'm     go   -     ing.      to     that       land  of      Joy, 


I  Head   -    y 
D.  C.  Con  -  stant 


1 


Go, 
Go, 

Uo, 
Yes. 

There 
There 

I 

I'll 

O 


work  to  -  day, 

work  to-day, 

work  to-day, 

I  will    go, 

I  Will      go, 

1  will  go, 

shall  go  borne, 

he  at  home, 
nay   sweet  home. 


work 

work 

work 

I 

I 

I 

shall 
be 


to  -day;  { 
to  -  day,  $ 

to  -  day. 

will  go.  / 
will    go.  \ 
will   go. 
go  home ;  1 

at  home,  j 


heavenly  home! 
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I        will 

Stroll;."  i  . 

Where  none    shall  ev 
JL  M.       JL       JH. 


mil   leave     you  while     toll    lug     be  -  low, 

my     weak  -  iieaa  while    trusting      In     Hue, 

er     mo  -  lest  or     des-troj  ; 


Jt.        JL 


Lol          I       am  with     you   wbere-ov    -    er      you   go, 

.sweet   are      the  prom  -  I  -  ses      writ    -    ten      l"r    me, 

"Where  ,le  -  ens'  mt  -  vice   By  powers  shall   em-ploy, 

A-         Ji.       JL  Ji.         M.       JL.       <,.          *.-+.+> 
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FEAR  NOT  THE  DARK  WAVE. 


Music  by  Rev.  I. 


BALTZELL. 
N 
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I     am  standing  up-onthe  green  shore, the  green  shore, I  am  weary  and  faint  with  delay,  Ev  -  er  fear-  ing  the  bill-owsthat 
Then  no  longer  I  fear  the  dark  wave, the  dark  wave.For  so  many  have  passed  by  this  way :  To  the  land  where  my  Saviour  has 
I  am  waiting  upon  the  green  shore, the  green  shore, But  I  fear  not  the  waves  as  they  roll  ;When  the  Saviour  shall  call, I'll  pass 
A-    4L    f-  JL    f-JL-P-*-*-  JL    JL    A. 
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roar  .billows  roar,Ev-er  dread  -  i; 
pone.  Saviour  gone,I  wlli  hasten, 
o'er, 1*11  pass  o'er, To  the  beau  -  tl 
A  A-  M-   A.   A.   A 
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~i — 

;  the   mist-covered  way. 
no    long-er   do-  lay, 
ful  home  of  the  soul. 
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Oil, 
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And     oh,     if  my  Sav-iour  would  come. Saviour  come.Tocon- 

For  thousands  have  ford-ed  the  stream, forded  stream. And  have 

There  broth-ers   and  sis  -  ters  and    all.    Bisters  all,    "Who  have 

A    A    A    A    A      A 
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vey  mo  a-cross  the  dark  wave  :  Oh,  were  T  safe  -  ly  land-ed  at  home.landrd  home.Never  more  the  dnrl;  waters  to  brave* 
safe-ly  attained  yon  bright  shore:  Never  sorrow  or  dan-gcr  to  fear, danger  fear,For  all  sor-row  and  dan-get?  are  o'er, 
left   us     in   days  that  arc  past,    Will  be  waiting   to  welcome  us  home, welcome  home, To  tile  beautiful  land  oTthe   blest. 
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FEAR  NOT  THE  DARK  WAVE— Concluded. 
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Fear     not,  dread    not  roll-ing  ware,  Thy  Saviour   u  ■      to  save;  Then 
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feu     n<pt  tlio   wa-tera,  he'll  soon  land  na  o'er,    We  all   there  -  ui  the  bright  gleam  -  ing  shore. 
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MORNING  PRAISE. 


Music  by  E.  A.  HANCHET. 


*  X'S  ^l"f    *   *   & #— #1^>.-# "-tS #—#-L<&. -#-•#'-> 0—0^-^-'    0    0^" 

1.  Mow  Um  shades  of  night  aregoncNow  the  morning  light  basoomo&ord.maywebe  thine  tn-day  DrlTathe  shades  of  sin  nway. 
•.'.  Sill  our  souls  with  heai  enlj  Ilght3aniah  donbl  ud  olcaronrslght  :iu  thy  servioc,I/ord,lo-day,Ma7  we  labor.watcli  and  :>r:iy. 
:>.  When  onr  work   of  life  Ii   pu-t,  oh,  reeetre  as  then  at  last;Nlght  :ind  sin  win  br  nomore,Whi  a  we  reach  the  boarenl; 
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116  OUR  NATIVE  LAND. 

(Trio  for  female  voices,  tlie  singers  representing  the  National  colors,  Bed,  While  and  Klue.) 
Words  by  E.   A.   HOFFMAN.  Music  by  J.  R.   DUNHAM. 
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— ' — I — Ki — I K — I 

-«>-%-o-\-d * — £ * 


r\_i_4— 


A -i — Vi 1      ,    l-r-l — V ^A--l — J^r-4 1— 


] .  Our   na     -    tive  land,   the  land  we  dear-ly  love,     We  cher-ish      thee       all  oth  -  er  Jands  a  -  bove ! 
2.0     land       we   love,      of    all    the  lands  the  best,    Our  na-tive    land,   with  peace  and  freedom  blest, 
3.  0     Lord       Our   God,     who  gave  us  lib  -  er  -  ty,     Pre-serve  us       as  a    people     ev  -  er      free. 


-#*- 


'-sr-v-jr- 


pjfa 


g- 


--£— *-f^A-*-f-± — f—  ^?-^^!^4T?-^-f-?Tf— ^ 


U 


S=1 


We  love  thy  flag  of  red  and  white  and  blue  !  We  love  thy  laws  to  hu-man  freedom  true  ! 
To  theo  our  hearts,  in  true  al-legiance,  cling,  Of  thee,  dear  land,  wo  humbly,  humbly  sing ! 
May  no   wrong   deed     our  glo-rious  ban-ner  stain;  But  may     we   true        to  God  and  right  re-main. 


3 — i 1 PL  J 1 ™i P — I -^ 1 P-„      -0 — 9-  -#,   1-+A-  Pl-H^. — dr — i m~ I —  I- 
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OUR  NATIVE  LAND-Conclttdcd. 

Full  Chorus     (Tune  America.) 
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1,   Our   Fathers'    God,      to   thee,   Author    of     lib    -    er  -  ty,     To    thee  we    sin";    Lone  may  oar 


^:::{-f- 


g± 


, — |— ■       \v     ^-psr.-jii 


_j — m #_ 


-J-T_J- 
*       i 


&ri^^«SEl=?^^J=--f=S= 


■i — r 


land    be  bright  With  freedom's  ho  - 17  light;  Pro  -  tect  us    by     thy  might  Great  God    our  Kin"' 

1-        **      ^ 


L  '  v    r  I  L  .    L    LTT"  f    *    r^— r  T11     — r— ^Tf^-n 


Words  nncl  Music  by 


BRIGHT  LITTLE  STAR. 


B.  CONDO. 


i    \  rtrlirlit  lltllo  sl.ir  on  rvcnhiff's  brrnsl,  Itowbonms  lliv  pnlrten  light]  >  _       . 


Mill  rut  thnu'rt  kinking  ln"llieweat,&weet  little  (tar  i'«"l     nljrht.  j  Good-nlglit.  pood  •  night,  iwat  i  lutlo  btar.good-aighl! 
o   1  Ami    1.  vvii.-n  1  hive  bent  mi  knee,  An. I  rallied  ray  evening  pr.ivc  r.  i 
ITo  Him  irboaaada  both  thee  and  me,Sliall  to  my  rest  ro    -     pair.  >  Good-nlRlit.  X.?. 

;m                                   fi-    M.                                                 ^,                         m  mm      ^mm 

"-» | — »-rl 1 ' *-^*^ — - — IWr-e9i ■  m  ,  O     ■  ■   0   ,  ■ 


^1  r  If  1  s  .ffm^lfXip  r=ff  l^e  e  e  I  ^e^NJ 


".And  thinking  on  that  brighter  star, 
That  once  o'er  Bethlehem  rose 
And  eastern  sages  led  afar, 

I'll  sink  to  sweet  repose. — Chorut. 


4.  And  oh!  when  I  at  last  shall  lie 
In  death'i  cold  slumber  d  >wn, 

May  then  my  sj.irit  eliine  on  high, 
A  star  in  Jesus'  crown. —  Chorus. 
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BE  IN  EARNEST. 


"W 


lialsocvcr  thy  hand  findctli  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might.'1) 

N  >  -£_4 N—fc-l 


— #  -(-«-r-# — *— 
l-l_,_±_S| — ^_ 

are  fleet   -  ing 

are    dy  -  ing, 

■ly     near  -    er 

is    elo  -  rious 


As 


Music  by  R 

S N  S       N 


A.   KINZIE. 

— t-fn8 


the  bird  on 
Souls  for  whom  a 
Come?,  the  solemn 
On  life's  bat  -  tie  - 


-4-r#---»- 


swiftest  wing,  As  the  pearly  dews  of 
Saviour  died;  Sa-tan  with  his  wiles  is 
judgment  day,  When  with  visions  purer, 
field  to  stand,  With  the  Spirit's  sword  vie- 

•  fefHC^f-. 

4-h- 1 h — ti — 


L_U_jfc; 


s_  i-g-f-^ — 5--— h-F^ — * — «-— g-F» 


e- 

-*- 

morn  -  ing,Orthe  rill  from  mountain  spring  ;TIastes  thebird  through  skies  of  azure, Dew  exhales  in  morn-ing 
try  -  ing   To  increase  the  blinded   tide,  Who  by  night  and  day  are  pressing  Downward  to  the  realms  of 


clear  -  er, We'll  review  life's  winding  way.  Vain  all  eF-fort  then   to    Dor-row  One  excuse  for  sloth  while 
tori  -  ous,In  our  waiting,  will-ing  hand.  Soon  the  fierce  and  fier-y   struggle  In  the  flesh  with  sin  shall 

H=t 


*— V- 


r^r— g— gag — s?— <m=z 


Chorus. 


un-to    the  grand  old  o  -  cean  Mountain  streams  increasi 

Dp-ward  floats  on  every 
Just  our  sen-tence  will  appear. 


pun,    Down 

death,  Where  the  wail  of  woe  distres-sing, 

here;   Still  more  vain  remorse  or  sor-row;     juair  uuc  rseu-ueuue    mu  ajipi,  i 

cease;  Foll'wing  close  the  din  of  bat  -  tie     Dawns  the  day  of  rest  and  peace.  J 

■,    ■?■        #•»«-*--»-.  *-       *-'*-+■       *■       tL'.H  & 


reasing  run.") 

Up-ward  floats  on  every  breath.  I 

vill  appear   I 

i  and  pcaci 


Bo 


earn-est !     it 


BE  IN  EAMEST -Concluded. 
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*      S     S    | SS  J , S_  £ S_  S     !  N     S     K     Si        .      .      ,  _^     . . 


(rlo  -  ri-ous      On  life's  bat-tie     Held  to  stand,    With  the  Bplr- it's  sword  vlc-to-rl-ous     In  our    waiting,  willing  hand. 

:S±5:fs=2=rf  ±J.| : fr-  \  I      j,   ^S^~r~^S^  F=  *     '  '  B         ! 

V  — /-I-, 1 /— y-1 1 '-/— / J— V-M 1 S— *3-*>— U 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


SABBATH  BELLS,  PEAL  ON. 


Musio  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


h     1      1     J      1  I  J     J    J  — I — <j — J — J —  J  |  J      1      I    |'.]     j    J     14-J     J    J 

-- — # — « — « — *-*■ ■ l — * — — j— 0— # — 0-—0-1 

1.    Hail  t iio    Blessed    Sabbath  day,     Call-ins   ua    from  toil    a-way!    Day  of   all  the  week  the  1 


ug 

2,    1'  rd  who  wisely  planned  For  the    wear-y  heart  and  hand   Thi  e  seven 

5.    Qladsome  church-bells,  Bweetly  peal !  We  will  worship,  we  will  kneel  At  the  throne  of  peace  and  love, 

P-  +        _       ±      S-      A.      M.      0.  m     m         ,       m  0. 

1  pr— ? — frr— 


?»i  r  I  r -U-i  I  I  -H— r •  I  n^^s 1 1  r  r  r[f 
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i 


TrTTTmzm&++-&3z=§^^^ 


Day    of    Bweet  and  Bacred   rest.  ) 

t   bar  bin  gi  r  of  heaven,  > Sabbath  bells,  peal  on,  peal  on,     Qod's  own  day    is    now    bo  -  gun! 

Oil"  ring  praise  to     God  a-bove.  J 

■0-        -  •*«•■*•      ■#■ p_  *-       M-       M.       *-       *L      *.      42.  JL       +.        m        ±      M-       JL.       SL 


t—0—9 
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I  — 35_-  :i-» — «: — * — *  p* — r     r> 


Humbly     we     will  worship  there. 
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INVITATION. 


Words  and   Music  by 


i 

9 

On   the  cross  he 
Coino  to  him     with 


:SS- 


±c£ 


J.   K.  COLE. 

»!-r-^ 


1.  Come  to  Jo  -  sus!    Je-sus  loves  you! 

2.  Come  to  Je  -  sus!  He  invites    you: 

3.  Come  to  Jo  -  bus  !  wait  no  long  -  er,   Hear  ye  not      the 

4.  Come  to  Je  -  sus!  He'll  receive  you,  Take  His  yoke  and 


Chorus. 

-K T 1 — S 1 


died   to  save   All  who  love  him,    all     who 
-out  de-lay;   All  your  bur  -  den   Je  -  sus 
spir-it's  voice?Grieve  Him  not.ac  *  cept   the 
promised  rest,  Come,  ye  wea-ry,     heav  -  y 

33|||||£gs 


-w-H-- 


For   our  sins       his    life  ho    gave.' 
If  you'll  trust  Him;  como   to-day! 
Then  the    an  -  gels  will    re  -  ioice. 
All    who    come   are    tru-ly    blest. 


loves, in  -  vites,  entreats    you       In  th'ac- 


T" 

cop   -   ted   time  to    come, Plead  for  par  -  don,  hear  His  message  :  "Whoso  -  ev  -  er 

-P-  .        -#-      -»-      -#-      fV1 


will   may  come." 


_«.£_*       0 0 «_•-«* # fi_       * *-i * 0  


SPEAK  WITH  KINDNESS. 
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Word3  by  Mrs.   A.   L.   DAVISON 


M..         I.    II.   ROSECRANS. 


.j -.-.-. mr, .  f  i'f^3 — — •  Sri ■ ' — t£a — 4-'-'-' 

1.    Let    thy  words  be    lo\  i  1   gen    -   tic   ev- or -more;    Grant   af-fec-tion      to   the 

♦  r-i   -   ty,    compa  -.'<-a.  For  the    er  -   ring  and  the   weak;     1 

3.    Live    for  oth-ers;     'tis  the  noblest  Work  that  hu  -  man  souls  can   do;       To    that  work  \ 


s= 


T^Si-: 


M  *  "  "" 

e        0 


i — r 


»-«-» -*.- 


■* — N 
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:t=s=? l*  # 


s 


■» — s- 
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4  I  ^^ 


friendless;  To  the   p  from  thy  si  ] 

wea  -  ry ,  How  the   Sav  -  lour  they  may  seek.  >  Live    for    right      and    du-ty   ev-er,    Christ    will 

calls  you,  He  will   help    you   to    be     I  J 

_  ■*■      ■#•  I  I K      ^__^ -0-    -C-    -0-    -o-    -o-       -o-    -o- 

1 — , — c* — * «-'  i — i c 
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you  on  your  way ;    Fails  his  faith    -    ful  rk,andhui 

s 


-r— ?-,  -^-c— --'  r- r-      =tr-s  i    >  i — 7±lL  -trv-r— " ^t— r— " 
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/  KNOW  I  LOVE  HIM. 


(A  riclc  young  lady  being  asked  if  slie  thought  slie  loved  the  Saviour,  with  a  radiant  smile  replied:  "7  know  I  love  htm .'") 
Words  by  Rev.   H.   B.   HARTZLER.  Music  by  H.  E.   1CIMBALL. 


I   know     I  love 


-a — a o-L-e- 


1— W- 


-A- 


1.  I   know"  I  love   my    Sa-viour  now,  As    once  I 

2.  My  faith  lias  found  a   resting-place  Whereon  my 


w 


knew     I  loved  him  not:  His  hand"  of   love 
wear  -  y     soul    can  lie;  And  peace  and  joy 


**-\ — tr-| — pr 


a, 


sealed  my  vow,  And  fixed  my  now  and  blissful  lot.  What  can  I    do   but  hope  and  love,  Kcst-ing  up  -  on 
boundless  grace  Enfold  me  like  a  Summer  sky.  What  can  I    do  &c. 


ll  word?Oh,how  1 


3* 


g— qgf>— g— jg — p>— •  — <H  — j7 — *-  —  SH-g^FS— * — «-t*— *-E-* — m 

ny  i 
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..p-S.-P—f- 


him,  Oh,] 

-v- 


love 


him,  Oh,  how  I       1 


-13 


ve     my  prcc-ious 


Lord ! 


->— >- 


3.  The  storms  may  com-,  the  sunshine  go, 
My  friend  will  still  be  true  and  strong; 
His  hand  will  wipe  the  tears  that  How, 
\nd  bear  my  trembling  soul  along. 


I  know  I  love  linn,  feel  him  mine; 

lie  rules  my  soul  with  gentle  sway 
He  guides  me  still  in  light  divine, 

And  bids  me  wait  his  crowning  Jay. 
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Words  by  Uo.v.  H.  B.  HARTZLER.  Music  by  GEO.   B.   LOOM  IS 

Spirited. 

h      .       k .......  SSSSSKV 


11 


1.  Coma 

2.  Come 
o.  <  liine 
4.  Cuuic 


In,  oome  In.  dcarchlldren.oome  in. Tln-re  la  room.thers  Is  lore  for  yon   ill: 

In, dear  youths,  wo  w<  i< e  >  on  ln;Tlicrc  i*.  r □  .tip  I  a  work  for  > on,  too ; 

In.  coma  In,  dear  fathers,  rune  in,  r*or  the  Mas-tcr  haa  work  for  you  here; 

In, come  in,  dear  mother.-., come  in,   For  tin- love  of  your  Saviour,  Come  m! 


We  wltl   lell  you  of    ,i,-  -  -us.  .-mi 
Wo  «  mi  eon-se-ci  iim 

Wo  will  ..iKir.'  hi  the  tolls  and    Urn 
\\  e  lun  !■  need  <■!  \  onr  gen  Hi  ■  ■ 


S  S  -        h  mm.,      0_a    ■*■  ■*-  ■*•  ■*-  •*■  •*■   g.e    B_o    0    e    a    mm* 

■  ■  i  I  —  i -  i —    (V  —     i    *"      ■     *" ■" ■" ™ —      ...  — . . — . —  _      .  ar  —      _  aw ar *■ —      ar tc ar mw  mw aT 

m  lq  r1  i  ,*  rf  rt[  r  r  r  pL^-rr^=rrr  r^f  r  r  r  r  r  =r=r 


•     •     • 


•      >      • 


/     /     /     s 


« . , .  * *^  i — *   -  ■■  ■     i — ^— 1 — — i-T — i y  —  v  — 

i— * — , — e — -m *~    »— *—*—*— v—trr*— i  -rf5- 


;:•=  f     T      j       {  •  ..  b      ~l    1    ^    J:j  *l    1    *i    ^ jC-J    ^=532— *— i=^:b?— ?=  : 


helpTou      a  -  long.     With  coun-srl  and  prayer   and.wlfh  beau-tl  -  fnl  song.  While  the  Master  Is  sounding  t!ie   call. 

rreshuesa     of  youth.     To       alo-rl-  P/Gnd    In    the     ser-vlce   of  Truth,  Whatsoe'er  he  mayglveus   to 
And     hon- or  the  word  and  the  work  of  the  Lord,  Till  the  day   of    liisjudgnicnl  i] 
To    train  the  dear  lambs  for  the  kingdom  o-boyc,     And  to  save-from  the  courses  ol 


'l     re-ward, 
ten  -  der  -  neaa,  love. 


*:  ^j^=M==M==^=rt=^=s=t=t=Sz]  g=S^^ :  1 14  g  Z  ZZr±±f=r 


Chorut. 

COBOO     :n. 


Conic  In, 


V  P"      J      ^— J-,*        p-    ~s~*~t,'~~*  '*         ~'—0—0—B        0—*—0—  0—0—0—0 


Cmno  in  with  Hie  votmg,  < !nnu  In  with  Hie  old,  With  gladness  and  song,  To  the  Ehmdaj  Scbi 
Come  In  with  tho  young,  Come  la  with  the  old,  With  gladness  and  song,  To  the 

-_ ^0-0—0—0—0       0^0-0-e 0  #       f>j    j   if'T    *- 

—J ^-l-^—v y 1 /-!-_ — £-J~ ; * • ^ »> /-1-*'— • •- 


..I  fold. 

•  nn-day  9cl l  fold. 
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THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL 


Words  by  Rev.  A, 

Earm  sUy. 


w.  ORWIG. 


Music  by  GABRIEL  MIESSE. 


#— » #  Fa^^i 


zgtg 


S^pE* 


1.  This   holy  Sabbath  day  wecome.Dear  Saviour, in  thy  name;  As-sem-bled  in  the  Sabbath  School, Thy 

2.  And  now  we  bid  thee, dearest  Lord, Come  into  eve  -ry  heart,   And  to  each  teacher  and  each  child  The 

3.  In  eve  -  ry  prayer, in  eve-ry  song, Do  thou, blest  Jesus,   be,      And  may  we  all  this  ea-cred  hour  Be- 


^-5-b-K-b-R     -b— r- 


lESiW 


hx 


^m 


— i — sr-4  -.--— — S -4-^ « — « — • — 2-4-* * — # #-4-5 — S — « — #— t-*-T— — • — 4 

*—*——!-*-; * • J— *— *-I-t-- -1-* *— # #-I-SK — -*—1 


presence  now  we  claim.  Our  cheer-ful  homes  we  glad -ly  leave  To  come  to  this  blest  place,  For 
Ho  -  ly  Ghost  impart;  For  on-  ly  by  its  light  can  we  The  Scriptures  comprehend,  And 
come  still  more  like  thee.  And  when  we  leave  this   hallowed  place,  Do  thou  with  each  one  go,     And 

-v-b — ' ' — ' H-#   *       #--» » # #-+-i H 1 h-}-» — » — I b~4-»- 


Chorus. 


— j —  j— j— #—  J-1-* — #— # — H-f-i — #—- #— S-#— *-  -4-i-d— I  -#-»-—#—# 

—J — •— 3— *— *-L ^-c£j 0~*\Jf    — i — p~ r 


i—i 


m=i 


here  we  learn  of  heavenly  things,  And  may  receive  thy  grace.  "| 
by     its  power   be  safe  -  ly  kept  From  sin  un  -  to   the  end.  > 

'   'e  liv-ing  here  be  -  low.  J 


-P— *- 


our  hearts  abide  Wl 


The  Sabbath  School.the  Sabbath  School , The 


TTT- 


HCZ]g. 


tt #_f 0  -i-J-T-J — r-*  -,-* 

h-p# # — # #~H — r~b-h 

r     p  r     w  ■*^» 


THE  SABBATH  SQHOOL.-Concludcd. 
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place   we   ilar  -  ly     love;  'Tis  here  well  ev  -  er   glad-ly  come,  Till  raised   to   heaven   a  ■  I 
^ a o 0 •  ,  P  • * -T-» «— * * -T-# *— *■_#-,-« # » ?  .  f^g— ,-, 
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0  i/EMtf,  WHEN  MY  HEART  IS  SAD. 


Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 
Legato.  Accent 


Music  by  A.  J.  ARMSTRONG. 


hLJ  J 1  Azp  i  1  «  ^ti~^~i:^^ff^—gi-y-t— 


1.  O    Jo     - 

2.  Thou  art 

3.  A  -  bi.Jo 


pus,  •. 

my    com 
with   mc, 


my 
fort 
Be 


heart 
and 


is      sad,  Thy   graco 
my    Btay,  My 
er  mine,  And 


can  ch(  •  r 

my   life, 

whol 


£l      £l 


■ 

my   truth,       my  way ; 
ly,   whol     -    ly  thine, 


5Ejfr|«      M^^i^^^F^pf^^^  £  g=|  |  H_M= 


a_: 


Thy 
My 
And 


-,:--:- 


\*3=m  s 


-  enco  can 
ing  soul 
mo,    by 

•2L  *»     -^ 


93    E~ 

r     ^ — 


- 
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I  erse 
will  cling 
thy     lov 


f?-,|:^'- 


— p- 

loom,  Thy  lovo 
to  thee       In     I 
ing  hand,     In  -  to 

■*+    ■*■       •**_ 

f»      le>- 


the 


s 


soul 
in 
gold 


-cr 
t    il-lu 
o  -  ter  -   in  • 
en   glo   - 


:j^|i^|i^|l]] 
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Words  by  F.  B. 


COPP. 


GOOD  BYE. 


Music  by  WM.  F.  ROGERS. 


PSS 


1.  Time   is  but      a        si -lent  riv  -  cr.   Rushing,  on     to  meet  the  sea.  Where  the  years  now  gone  for-ev  -  er     Make  the 

2.  Llt-tle  boats,  all  decked  with  flowers  Glide  like  sunlight  down  the  stream,  'Neath  life's  green  and  fragrant  bowers.  Passing 
:;.  Boats  that  flash  with  youthful  splendor,  Laden  with  the  young  and  fair.  Youthful  hearts,  ungeared  and  ten-der,Flash-ing 

4.  Barks  are  gli-dtng,     on   the   bil-lows  Of    the  wind-be- ruffled  tide, 'Neath  the  shade  of  drooping  willows,     llug-glng 

5,  All       a -long     the     restless   riv-cr,     Far     as  God's  own  eye  can  see,     Heav-y  -  la-  den     life-boats  quiver,   Crowding 


:Efcfc£=£ 


i  ^ 


great 
like 
(  yes 
close 
to 


e-  ter  ... 
an  angel's  dream,  Fill'd  with  hap- py  lit- tie  children.  Happier  far  than  you  and  I, 
and   gol-den  hair,  Now    go   bound-ing  down  the  current.  Scarcely  dreamingof  e  sigh, 
the   oth-er   side,    La-den   with   the  a-ged    Pilgrims, Who.  with  dim  and  tearful  eyes, 
e-ter-ni-ty.     While  up-on     the  gliding     waters.  And  a  -  long     the  changing  sky 


lug  on  the 
a -mid  their 
up-on  the 
■  ten  calm  -  I 
the  morn  to 


ESS 


nzzp--r-t 


V — hr!r 
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Chorus.  P 
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bree-zes,Comes  a  plain-live.  sad.  flood  bye. 
laughter.Floats  that  plaintive, sad.  Goodbye, 
zephers,  Floats  that  plaintive, sad,  Good  bye. 
mus-ic     Of   those  plaintive,  sad,  Goodbyes, 

6  -  ven, Sounds  the    plaintive,  sad,  Good  bye. 


Good  bye, 
Good  bye, 
Good  bye. 
Good  bye, 

Good  bye. 


Good  bye. 


Good  bye.  Comes  their  plaintive  >nd 

Good  bye,  Floats  their  plaintive, sad 

Q I  bye,  Floats    that  plaintive. sad 

Good  bye,  Of          that   plaintive.. -.a  ' 

Good  bye,  bounds  that  plaintive  s;id 


•    *> 


NEARER  TO  PORT. 
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Words  from  S.  S.  TIMES 

_> ■ , . , I 


Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 


1.  It*    ootn-lng,   mining  near  -  er,  Tlic  love-Iy  land  unseen :      Its  shores  are  growing1  clearer,  Tlio'   mists  lie  dark  between. 

2.  All :  <1  ear   and  bit 'd  Heaven!  What  country  is  like  thee?  The  ties     of  earth,  though  riven.  All    re  -u-nitein  thee. 

3.  Its    com  -lug,  coming  ueex-erlWe're  homeward  bound  at  last:  Its  shores  are  grov<  Ing  oIearcr,We  soon  shall  anchor  fast : 


°  -^mmiM^m 


:~: 


g- 
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Wccatch  its  gleams  of  gio  -  ry.  We  hear  Its  bursts  of  song,  We're  raptured  with  Its  stor-y,  For  it  onr  spirits  long:. 
Our  children  gone  before  ns!  Our  friends  Ithey  wait  ua  there  I  Our  hearts  take  up  the  chorus.  That  fills  that  happy  air  l 
Well  dwell  with  him  fore  v -cr,  Who  brought  us  o'er  the  tldat  And  not     a   foe  shall  ev  -  er  Out  souls  from  Him  divide  I 

fa 

en 


^•" — *»-|-a» — » — ?—*\*i — s>     »  |  »    r'-r'    *    *    j*  1  g — *     "  i-  ■  <y-i — 
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i  .-hall  seetbebrlghtness,OI  the  land  that  needs  do  sun.We'H  walk  In  robes  of  whlteness.Whcu  lie  makes  his  people  one. 


*.M.M.M.M.„      C** 
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\S/    ¥     V 


THIS  WORLD  IS  NOT  MY  HOME. 

r  E.  A.  HOFFMAN.  Harmonized  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 

a  land  far  out  of  sight.  Beyond  these  earth  -  It  climes.  I  J  Where  glories  burst  up  -  on  the  soul,  { 
kness  ne'er  ex -chides  the  light,  But  day  per- pet  -ual  shines,  J  (And  joys  in  end  -  less  prospect  roll,  ( 
■us  fruit,  nor   grief,      rwr     fear,   Nor  hate,  nor  war,   nor     strife, )     (    In     that   de-light  -  Ail  land  a  -  bove,  ? 

of    tinr   -     :t     -   Hi*»  trrnvtr  tl,o,-«    On      fvpp^nf    end      -      less  life"    f     1     Thp  trpi-ii  nf     lif*»     hem- fruits  nf  Invp    I 


|  There      is      a     land  far 

(.Where     darkness  ne'er  ex -chides    the    light,    But  day    per  -  pet    -  ual  shines, 

(No     poisonousfruit,  nor    grief,       nor     fear,   Nor  hate,  nor   war,    nor     strife, ) 

i  But     lruits  of  par-    a   -  dise      grow  there,  Ou    trees  of  end    -    less       life;!    I  The  trees  of   life   bear  fruits  of  love, 


^—&-f — p— pn>  i* 


r-r-r—r 


i^ujy.  CJwrus. 


*    i  i 


And     joys     in      end  -   less  pros-pert   mil. 
The   trees      of       life     hear  fruits  of    love 


In     that  het-ter  world   on 
In     that  bet-ter  world   on 


high, 
high. 


I 

This       world  is      not      my 


p__q r_! ^cp=p- 


^^g^pSsE 


Z).  (S1.  This  world  is     not     the  Christian's  home,  There' s  a  better  world  on  high 


\d 


D.  8. 


A— H- 


-N— 1  M ' (— #— J 1- 


liome,        There's  a     bet  -  ter  world  be-vond  the   sky. 

'      '    J 


] 


^ 


-I — t 


— « — » — #-- m — 


V    V    V    V 


3.  No  chilling  winds,  nor  lowering  storms, 
That  cloud  our  prospects  here, 
Nor  sin  in  all  its  varied  forms, 
Shall  find  admittance  there; 
But  holy  and  enraptured  joy, 
Shall  fill  the  soul  without  alloy, 
Shall  fill  the  soul  without  alloy, 
In  that  hotter  world  on  high. — Chorus. 


/  AM  TOLD  THAT  JESUS  LOVES  ME.  123 

Words    by  E.   A.   HOFFMAN.                                                                                 Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANET 
j      I  r       i  -.^         T"-1 s     "**'     ^T  '  ^T"*^"'      'S    '        I  — ■  -  — —j 


31  Mi    :— - 

>     s       • • 


am   tol'l     that  Ti                                   1  will  lead     me      by     the  liand   Thro'  my  life's  un- 
it                And  does  he  lovo   me?   Will  ho  guard   me       with  his  care 7  Will  he    take    mo 

ri  ,.f  fg — r,,  r  (laj:  ,  j  ,,  ,  n  , 

pzd — • # _  t '  # : -~ 1_ 


m m  \  # 
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Chorus. 

-      > 


-fVJ &_, 


v^n     jour 
to    Hear 


ney,  T'p  -  ward  to 
-  en?  Will     ho  make 


m 


fe£ 


zrtrfc 
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the    bet  -  ter  land.        I'm  so     ver  -  y,    vcr  -  y  glad,  The 
me    hap  -  py  there'         I'm  so     vcr  -    y,      &c, 

' P    i   |  1 1 r~* * — * — J — *    i  f p t 


a  loyi  a  e   -   ven    me, 


'm   so   vcr    -   y,    vcr    -    y  g]  i  '    1       Saviour  loves  even 

* 
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3.  I'm 

Glad  tn  k:i  -.v  !. 
Gla 


I   I'a  bo  gla  1  thai  Ti  rus  I 

-  to  learn; 

Y-:  In-  pure  and  •■■■  1 
I  will  love  hi' 
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WAITING  BY  THE  CROSS. 


Words  by  Mrs.  E 


F.  KNOWLES, 

3= 


Music  by  W 


W.  PARTRIDGE. 


-N 


H-N— *r 


1.  Low  at  thy  Cross, my  Saviour,  I  am      ly-ing, 

2.  Low  at  thy  Cross, my  Saviour,  I  am      ly-ing, 

3.  Low  at  thy  Cross,  I  bow  and  wait  in   sadness, 

4.  Low  at  thy Cross.here  keep  me.meek  and  lowly 


H s» — a — i t — ' 1 1 T 

h-_u — >/ — i — X * m J. 


r  • 

To  meet  the  flowing  stream  of  cleansing  blood, 
Here   let   my  trusting  spirit  ev   -  er        lie, 
Un-wor-thy,  yet   I     linger   at      thy       feet, 
No      e  -  vil  tiling  run  this  safe  spot  pro-fane, 


3£ 


- — v-k 


N    S  JS 


0-i — «_*_^_^i=3: 


Faith  sees  thee  there,  my  blest  Redeemer,  dying! 
Thirst-ing  for  love,  for  living  wa  -  tera      crying, 

0    blessed  place!  no  earthly  mount  of   gladness. 

Sin    dare  not  en-ter  a     retreat      so  Ho-ly ; 


m 


m 


Dy  -  ing  to  raise  me  unto  life  in  God. 
Hero  let  me  drink  the  streams  that  never  dry 
Could  o-pen  views  so  beautiful,  so  sweet. 
Here  e-ven  sorrow    loses  half     its      pain. 

2-JT"3  i  £  i-J^   *  J"7"2  - 


1- 


T 


:£ 


f= 


Ch 


2  3- 

Wait-ing      waiting 


wait-ing,      waiting,      wait-ing,   wait-ing  by     the  Crosa    T      am  waiting 


WAITING  BY  THE  CROSS.-Concluded. 
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-9 — 0 


fe=j::=>=^^:=i=i 
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Thlrst-mg,     thirsting,       thlrst-lng,      thi. 


tlilrst-lng,    thirst-log    for  life's    wa 


tcr     I'm  thirsting. 


m 
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Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 

4- 


6>/V£//l/  7"//££" 
, — k 


Music  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


1.   Tills  <liiy     Is  thine.     O    graolotlS  Lord,  By   Tine   SU-preme-ly  blest!  It  brings  rc-fresh-lng  from  Thy  throne.  And 


I.  Through  all  the  dangers     of    the  week.  Thy  arm    has   been  our  stay;        And  now   we  come  to  praise  Tbyname, For 
:■.   Hay  teachers,  scholars,    one  and  nil.     A-dore     thy  mer-cy   Lord;        And  meek-ly  bear  the  aim -pie  truth.  And 

4.   So    may   «c     Jouruey    ou     our   DM  To     that       u  -  tir  •  iiaa  short :  Where  all    who  try     to  serve  Thee  here, May 


_ _ _—  0     0 0 — 0 00 — 0 1--,-* o — 0 #-!-■-- »-  -0 * — » »-r* — * »— t 

Hi  ui  c  l  ttHrrpffr4^ij-Qr=4^tif  fTp 


(fronts 


D.  S.  tunc  our  tongues,  inspire  our  songs.  And 

D.S. 
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gives  tli<*      wea-ry    rest,  I 

tills     di  .ir  Babbath  day.  , 

teaob-lng      ol  Thy  wot  I,  * 

pruUu 'i'heo  ev-e'rmore.  J 


Hero      ui.tj'   we  drink   the     precious  foun:, That  fluwt  for  all      so     free,  Oil! 

— ■ * « » 1'! 1"-  •—  T-# 0—0 0—,-< 0-J-0 0—0 0-j-m-;-*—  0*-T 
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Ho  free. 
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WHEN  THY  WORK  IS  DONE. 


"Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN 


Musio  by  E.  A.  HANCHET. 


1.  When  thy  -work  of  life      is      0  -  ver,  And  the  evening  time  shall  come,An-gel-bands  will  waft  thee 

2.  "When  thy  sheaves  are  cutand  garnered,  And  thy  ar-duous  toil  is   o'er,     Then  a     rich      reward      a- 

3.  Work,  then, with  a  will  -  ing  spir  -  it,  And  a      will-ing,  steady  hand;  Soon  the  Lord   will  come  to 
■*■■*•#•*.-     u  -         I       JS^JS       !  S     K     S  -*■     ■*■     •*■ 
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Chorus.   There  are  ma 


ny  mansions  bright, 


yonder     To  the   Fath-er's   blissful  home, 

waits  thee  Over   on      the   gol-den  shore.    ^  There  are  ma 

take  thee  Over      to      the     bet-ter   land.  J 


ny,   many  mansions  bright,  There  are 


uJUL 


2 


A    I 
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y  robes  of  white, 


i— 0— — Lff— *— ^ — =—5 


There   are     many,   many  mansions  bright, 

There  are  shin 

h 


There  are 


ing  crowns  of  gold, 


§3p_ 


V    V    V    V 
Bnowy,snoAi  J  ro 


1 


ie  '  of  white, 


Saviour's  blessed  fold. 

if-:  g-  . 

•-1 # 0 »-. n 


y,   snowy  robes  of  white, There  are  shining. shining  crowns  of  gold, In  the  Saviour's  blessed  fold, 


+-  *.  *. 
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There  are  shining.sbining  crowns  of  gold, 
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HOW  SWIFTLY  LIFE  PASSES  AWAY! 


133 


by  E.   A.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  W.  W.  PARTRIDGE. 


J      O »-L#_# ; — & #-Lfi, #-!-« — 0—0 1— 0 — 0 P3 

7     ■&■         -0-    -0-    -O-    -0-  -0-  -0-    -0-    -0-    -0-    -0-  ■*. 


l.TTow 
•.»   How 

J.  lluW 


'0 


swiftly  1Mb  pas-ses     a    -    way!      It  seems  bnt  a  short  summer's  day,    The  morninjr  and  nnon  and  the  nlcht  roll 

swiftly  lift  pas-scs     a    -    way!    How clay  doth  mingle  w  IthelayrThrongh  chlldbood,«ndmnnli 1  and  aire  wo 

swiftly  life  pas-Sea     a    -    way!        O    let     us    bo      read  -  y      to-day;     Tie    an-gel     of  dea;li  may  full  soon  be 


jlJ.>    h 
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round,  Tlicy  liur-y      us  then  In  the  cold,  cold  ground;  Our    life     Is    down,  The splr-tt    Is  gone;      Onrllfo       Is  flown,  Tlio 

I  was,     Andlhen  are  cut  down  like  the  ripened  grass;     Our  life     is  Sown,  The  splr-ll    Is  gone;     Our  Hie      Is  flown 
iere.     And  sommon  na  up  atGod'a  throne  to  appear;  Tuen  life    Is  flown, The  splr-lt    la  gone;  Then  life      la  flown.  The 


M.   A. 


■0-   -0-   -0-   ■**■        •#- 
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splr  It 

cplr  It 

splr-it 


Is  (rone.  ) 

Isgone.  firiown,  flown,     my  life  will  soon  bo  flown:       Done,   gone,  my  *pir-It   will  soon 

Is  gone.  ) 
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bo       gone .' 
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Word? 


by  Rev 

■m 


WATCHMAN,  AWAKE/ 

H.   B.   HARTZLER, 


Music  by  H. 


PERKINS. 


ver    a    (lis  -  mal    waste  of  years,    O  -  ver   the  waves   of  blood  and  (ears,  0  -  ver  the  graves  of  die  martyred  dead 
vcrtlie.   s:d  -  fish  dreams  of  men,   O  •  ver     a  world     1111  -  read  •  y    then.  Soon  shall  a  deep-en-ins  shadow   fall, 
ver  the  Ori  -  cut     hills     a-glow  Creeps  from  the  twi-Iight    rifts  be -low,   O  -  men   of  Joy  for   the  stricken  earth 
n  shall  the  smil-ing     val-leys  sing,  L*u  -  der  the  feet        of  Christ  the  King!  Ech  -  o  shall  hur-ry  the  sou"   a-far 
r*.  -9-  iV- 

f=rp*=tq-r'-r- rr*-T-*-P-*~r*-*- 
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O  -  ver    the  fields  of  the    conflict  red,      O  -  ver  the  tombs  of  the  buried    past,    Ech  -  oes  the  swell  of  the  trumpet  blast: 
Ush-er-ing   in,    to   the  trumpet  s  call,  Christ  the  Im-man-u-el,  Christ  the  King.  Koy-al  -  ly  borne  on  the  tempest  wing, 
Soon  to  rejoice   in     the  second  birth,  Bath-ing    In  light  from  the  upper   sky,   Urlght-en-ing  still  as   the   a  -  pes     fly. 
Rolling  the  pcan  from  star  to  star,        Till     on  the  rich  gold-en  harps  on  high  Angels  will  car-ry  the    ti-dingsby. 


■*-•■*-    *•    -9-'-9- 


•*> 
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'Chorus. 
4r-«— 


Watchman,  awake !     for   the    ramparts    areshak-iug!     Kise     from   thy  slum  -  ber,  the    moru-ing  now     is  breaking 

*-  '  *■   -ft- 


WATCHMAN,  AWAKE \-Concludcd 

h_ — k-jh —     Nj      h    h- 

a   ■ "1 ^~r~# — 2 "1 l~# #    •    # 


r-; 


As 


Uifl     Mil-ten     -    i   -  uru 


red  -  'nlna  the   sk\ : 


/i  -  on,       a-rlso;your    re-demp-tlon       la  nigh  I 


NEW  YEAR. 


Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER. 


.1/" 

m ^_ 

ft1"      - 


Music  by  S.  W.  STRAUB. 


§  si^p^lS^Ii^iimiipSPiis 


1.  How     BNvirt-ly  oome  and  swiftly  go  The  hap-py  days  In  cease-less  flow !  with   pang    of  pain     and  joy -oos  sons:.  How 

-'.  The  years  of  life  are  fleet   and  few;  Wo  paae  the  Old  and  hall   the  New,  And      on -ward  ins- ten  to     Hie  land  Where 

i.  The    ator-y  of     the  by-gone  year   Is  whispered  la  Je  -  no-veil's  ear:  What  tale      of   life     thencxtshall  tell  May 

1.  O        1'ulh-er,  leave  ine  not   a-loue,   To  walk  the  Future's  ways  unknown:  Mv   bins,     (J     let     thy  mur  -  cy  hide.  Anil 

^    I      ^       <'/    <  m.  ./'.  &  pray  thee,  help  us  by  thy  gra 

"*.    s^  sis  -^ 
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roll  the  frelght-ed  years  a-lonjr. 
i  "il-in/  a  -  gee  ncv  -  »r  end 
iix  our  lot  for  heaven  or  hetL 
let     me      In     tliv     lovca-ulde, 

*-     -at 


-r  ___ 


D.S. 
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We  praise  thee.  Lord,  that  wo  may  hear  The  foot-steps   of     an  -  oth  -  er   year,  And 


j  viae 


136  OPEN  THE  DOOR  FOR  THE  CHILDREN. 

Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not:  Luke  18, 1G. 
"Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  KIDDER.  Music  by  R.  A.  KINZIE. 

sEESiifcMiilM: " 


i         •    •  k/  •  w  f  > 

1.  Open  the  door  for  the  childreu/fendcrly  gather  them  in ;  In  from  the  highways  and  hedges, In  from  the   places     of  sin. 


—R~r^ 


-  -*-#- 


K-fi-» 


•  ^  /  /  1/  ^ 

(Sing  small  note  to  second  verse.) 


S    N    SS  S 
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Some  are  so  young  and  helpless, Some  are  so  hungry  and  cold;Open  the  door  for  the  children,    Gather  them  into  the  fold. 


?-fr-g-v-v-w-£ 


</   •  i      <J     v   /  •/  ^  v  v 


t-  r 


C/<( 


-h-hnM-T 


s    s    S    s_S    \ 


J— 


-tJ i_«_.«__*-_«_-^_«_i a— #-^-i *— -L#  -»-#-«— d-u*-#—#-» — S — 9-rf-3- JJ 

(her  them  In.gather  them  in,— Gather  them  Into  the  fold  Of  Christ  ;Gatuer  them  ln,gather  them  in,— O  gather  the  children  In. 
■0--O-+--O-.     ■#-•*•-'-*•-.        ^     ^     N,  -0-f-S-  , „ 

^F^Ez^^-^'-dLr  ?-*-*-  f*-P-rP    0    m,£=£p  *■  i^f^L0-l  t^^-^i— JtrETET^i 


i/  >  i/ 

2.  Open  the  door  for  the  children; 

See!  they  are  coming  In  throngs; 
Bid  them  sit  down  to  the  banquet, 

Teach  them  your  beauiltul  songs; 
Pray  you  the  Father  to  bless  them ; 

Pray  you  that  grace  may  be  giv'n; 
Open  the  door  for  the  children, 

"Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  lieav'n." 


i/  ']/  y  i       V     V  V    K*   I       i/ 
3. Open  the  door  for  thechlldren: 
Take  the  dear  lambs  bv  the  hand; 
Point  them  to  truth  and  to  goodness, 

Send  them  to  Canaan's  land. 
Some  are  so  young  and  helpless, 
Some  are  so  hungry  and  cold; 
Open  the  door  lor  flie  children, 
Cither  them  mtoth"  fold. 


THE  OPEN  DOOR. 
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Words  by  Rev.  H.  D.  HARTZLER. 
~  1 . , _- U-J i u 


A  8  V_=i: 

XT ± 


-0 0-1  0 


0  % 


MU81C   by  A.  J.   ARMSTRONG. 

J I—,- J , | 1 |_' 
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1.  Come    en-ter               this    o-pen  door,  Th                         •  ing  fast,  ^There's  light  and  i 

2.  Come    in,  ye    fear  -  ful, shrinking  ones ;  Sweet mei  i;j                   a  for   all    ; 

3.  Come    in:              bh    to    end-less  life ;  Come  in  from  fear   to  Come    from  re-morse    to 

4.  Come    in,  the  Sa  -  vioox  calls  for  you ;  He  may  not  Ion  lestin    fiei  a    des- 

a_a:    %:_  #. 


^■-  io — ^--i  »  - 0—0—0—*—0  r» 

fi  t»  iw  \  h  r  i  r ir 

i  ill11 


-?-»   g_gx^— e    Pi*   f   f   f   pf/^~I 


peace  with-in — The    door  must  closo    at  last, 

wounds  and  woes, And  pardon   for     yonr        .^n. 
deatl  ,    A.nd    find  a    qui  k    re    -    1 

pair    at    last      You    cry  ;  "too  late !    too 


Come    in,       the  ston:  ;  on,    The 


u^.« 


9 


*i 1 ' — r- *-" 0 0-    -0-r0-    -0 Ki ■■> r 


* ' — J 


rE5= 


warn-ing  thnn-ders    cry:    Oh,    flee  to    met 


^E 


cy's      o  -  pen    i 

±  ±    5:    s  *  ^ 

-* O —     — r-t 


so 

■a 


nigh. 
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THE  GREAT  HEREAFTER. 


Words  by  OTWAY  CURRY. 


Music  by  WM.  T.  ROCERS. 


1,  When  through  the  nameless  ages  I   cast  my  longing   eyes,  Before  me,  like  a  boundless  sea.The  Groat  Hereafter  lies.     A- 

2,  There  In  the  blue,long  distance,  By  lulling  breezes  fanned,  I  seem  to  see  Hie  flowering  graves  Of  ancient  Beulah's  land.  And 

3,  Va  -  to  the  Great  Ilere-af-ter— A-foretiiue  dim  and  dark— I    free  -  ly  now  and  gladly  give   Of  life  the  wandering  bark.  Ancl 

-S. 1 1 L| 1/ 1 >-L| H-^-1 L £ 1 H-M ^ 1 ^   0—0 *■ 


* — w — * — 0-\S '-— t — i-h* a 1 PH l—t-H 


fflafi 


'-f<- 


1 


long  its brlm-ming  bo-som    Per  -  pet  -  vial  sum-mer  smiles,   And   gathers  like   a    gold-en  robe,  Around  the  emerald  isles. 

far     be-yond  the  islands     That  gem   the  waves  se- rene.     The   im-age     of  the  cloudless  shore  Of  holy  heaven  is  seen. 

In     the     far-off     haven,  When  shadowy  sta»  are  passed.   By     an  -  gel  hands  its  quivering  sails  Shall  all  be  furled  at  last, 

JL    JL.    Ji.    JL    JSL    JL-  s~-  JLJi.j3-JJ.JL 


— i — h— i — h- 


«= 


-HF- 


J- U — L L_-| 1 — 1_ |-j— — I— — | hpM 1 1 1 — (J= — <=—!= — b- 

\-» 0. 0 0-  L 1 ^ L ^ l^-Ltf 0 — •— 0-^0 0 — £ 0- 


Chorus. 


tt 


-0—0 

*  -0- 


S 


-*    '    ■*■   -sr 
'Tis  sweet  to  think  when  struggling  The  goal  of  lite  to 
N     !       h     | h     S     ! S 


0- 


Q;|— ^-p     y     fr     *-Ff  ~P  •  „  ?T0=0 


wiu,  Tliat  Just  beyond  the  shores  of  time  The  better  years  be 
I  „-*--#-■#- 

■    0--0T* 


ZM^ZI 


0-0- 


L, 1 k_LV — | ! ^.L,.     #^JJ 
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"WE  ALL  MIGHT  DO  GOOD." 


Music  by  HARRY  SANDERS 
N      Si     >H 


Words  byG.  L.  BANKS 

1.  We  all  might  dog 1,  A\  hero  we  often  do  ill,  Thero  \i   always  the  way,  If  wo 

we  allmightdogood,  Whei  i  do  ill,  There  is  all  way, 

s_   s  M.JLJL.  JLA.    A. 


> — »r~> — >~  ** 
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1    -0     0     0      0      0- 


==«=t=t=c 


s  >-p. — . — 


-•  /  /-/- 


s — 


S    te±c±c^: 


>-  > — ^ —  — y — r>r~* — ^ — i^ —  ; — -r 

i — €_,,  -»-#-. -0 — - — »-L* — — «- : * 0 —0x 


have  bat  the  will;  Tho'it  be  hut    a  word  Kindly  hreath'd  or  si  ppn  L"ti 

Ifwehavehut  the  will.  Tho'it  be  but  a  word  Kindly  breathed  or  suppresl  Ii  may 


WG 


rBV»t~0—»—0. 


w-r-izmzKZZMz 


3E3l  *  a   *   » z*:* 


•  p  •  •  •    • 


?  v  V    V    V    V    V    V 


rit. 


—{-—*-* — — }-} ' ~^  •  ih r-° 

guarl  tin  Or  give  peace  tosomebreast. 

guard  off  some  pain  Or^ive  peace  to  some  breast. 


u         S       S       S 


u  i«  I 


*SzM=f-0  f  » 


-* -:  * 


E±fcrgrg-        i     M 

V — «i-L/ — /— • 'J 


•      • 


2.  Wo  nil  nil?lit  do  good, 
In  a  thousand  email  ways. 
In  forbearing  lo  frown, 
Yel  ]  leldlng  tfus  praise— 
In  cue  spurning  of  sin. 
lu  repro>  mil:  «  rang  done, 
And  in  treating  uul  kindly 

I  . ■  •  - . i  hear)  we  liai c  won. 
G.  Wo  ill  might  do  font], 

Wliellier  low  Ij  '•>  great, 
>,.r  the  deed  Is  not  gauged 
By  the  purse  or  estate; 

I I  it  be  i'ii  i  a  cup 

Of  cold  water  thai 's  Riven, 
Like  "the  « Idow  'stwoi 
It  is  something  tor  Heaven, 


140 


THE  FRIEND  THAT  DIED  FOR  ME 


-k-l- 


=J=ir 


-U-L 


,_J-rJ- 


Music  by  C.  C.   CASS. 


-— -#J-*r-*-i— •-■n:*— S -S— *-L*— •— •— •-bi-t-*j:*-.-#-: ^r-*-Le— i— P1?-^— *— »— rJ-JU 


1.  When  blind  with  sin,  my  Father's  will  I  reckless  disobeyed, One  pitying  Friend  bore  with  me  still, And  interceding  prayed. 
'.'.  When  sore   beset  with  earthly  foes.  Forlorn,  about  to  yield.This  guardian  arm  would  interpose  To   succor   and  to  shield. 


rTTn  ii1-       n 


■o — e — c 


— I i t-H i       i       i  ^ 


e_.^-G,-^_ 


fl-c*^ *j^,...a „j_*_! ed — t_j — cj=zs  ^  g-Lg— g— g=g-t^  »-j-    W11^-1- 

Withsobs  and  tears  he  bent  liim  down, A  suppliant  on  hiskuee;Oh,shallmy  thankless  heart  disown  The  friend  that  died  for  me? 
His  wounds  secured  me  from  distress, His  sufferings  set  me  free  ;Oii  grateful  let  me   e-  vcr  bless  The  friend  that  died  forme! 


■a-  -*-•■#-■#-  ■*■  ■#-•  -a-  ■*-  -c-  ■»-•■#- 


f* 
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He  died  for  me, lie  died  for  mc,The  Saviour  died  for  melThen  let  me  love,  and  serve, and  praise  The  friend  that  died  for  me! 

____. 0-  __«_£ —       9'—+—0 — 0-  _ — * — a — a    G-'-s_  C'—9 — B— 0-t-» — » — »— *-r#— r- — *— m-\~&~i—n 
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BRING  HIM  PRAISES. 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 

With 


Music  by  R.  A.   KINZIE. 
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1.  My  t    in    ways  of e  !         i  found  me.      With]  grace    iio 


1.  My    soul  was  lost    in    ways  of  e  !        i  found  me, 

'2.  My   life    is  crowned  with  nappin         My  i  irth  is    now   a 

3.  Oh    precious  love,  that  So    full    as    that    ol    .'    insl 


With  i  grace    iio 

My    b  iul      i-    nil  1   with 
Oh    wond'roua  I 


II 


,  ~f      i        '        '        ,        .        I 


..   ...  l .  •     nj      i    ..        l    _.     l _       1  ...  ..  tt.        _    ...     .    .      .  _      ii       l  ..:.  l-      _f     '      i 


threw  his  arms  Of    ten  -  der    love     a  -  roup 

per  -  feet  peace, By  Chi  -  en. 

clean  -  sea  us,  And,  from  uo  -  file  -  mi 


M.      A.      £L 


Iio     Raw    rno    on    the  brink    of    v. 
In  I 

My     soul  llows  out  in  praise  to  Christ,    The 


i  v- r — ' — '  i  * 

# 1 1 1 i-r- 


S  «  *  ^  ^^ 


"__J 1 1 #-,-# -***■ 


si^>  II 


mid  pin's  dark-eat  ma  -  ebb      An  1  saved  me  from   e  -  ter  -  nal  death—  For  this  I  hi 

bow   my-self    be-fore  him       And,  lost  in   won-der,  lov< 

Lord  of    my    Bal-va-tion — Let    all    the  blood-washed  bring  to  him  £-1  i  nal    a  -tionl 


—  -~-        ~-  -».        .«-        -*_  .-_        .«_        ^t_        ^_  _  .^-  — - 

is^S^^^^H^iiii  i  •  ii 
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"I  AM  VERY  HAPPY!" 


Words  by  E.  A.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  J.   H.  TENNEY. 


-4 — *—* 

9 


3S 


i — N- 


-I- 


----*- 


*— *- 


1.  I      am  ver  -  y  hap  -  py,   Je  -  sus  loves  me  so  ;    How  my  heart  is  warm-ing  With    a  heavenly  glow. 

2.  I      am  ver  -  y  hap  -  py,    Christ  is  all  my  song  ;  Strains  of  joy  I'm  hymning,  Singing  all   daylong. 

3.  I      am  ver  -  y  hap  -  py,   Je  -  sus  loves  me  so  ;   He  will  guard  and  keep  me  While  I  dwell  be-low  ; 


v   v 


! — a —  c 5 — rj— B — I 1 — -i-> > — ^ ^ — 1 L- ^ ^ — ^ •/—  i 1- 


-*_|0- 


:t=t: 


fc^-tr^j==jqF=E= 


F=3 
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^— • #— p-i — -r^r~J 

H a 1 P#-i— • — #-J-S 


-*~-0— %'.      Z=g g—\ 


— H-z 


-h— *«r- 


Let  me  praise  my  Je-sus,  Mag-ni-fy  his  name,  Hon-orand  exalt  him,  And  his  love  proclaim. 
Christ  is  ver  -  y  precious  ;  I  am  tru  -  ly  blest ;  I  will  try  to  keep  Him  Reigning  in  my  breast. 
And  when  life  is   end  -  ed,      On  yon  gold-en  shore      Sweeter  joys  will  greet  me,  Bliss  for-ev-er-more. 


«_•_»_£_•_£_#_ 


QiHr-|      j    ,      j-f 


— r 
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-5—1— 
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r  i/ 


C/w? 
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i 


I      am  ver  -  y   hap-py,   Ver-y,    ver  -  y   hap  -  py,    I      am  ver  -  y   hap  -  py,      Je  -  sus  loves  me  so 


-r— p 


^-T-^-j-lt    m  .  m    m 


?  • 


GOD  LOVES  TO  HEAR  THE  CHILDREN  SING. 


143 


■Words  hy  L*.  A.   HOFFMAN. 

Anin  , 


Music  by  H.  E.  KIMBALL. 


i  i 

1.  Qod  loves  to  hear  the  children  ?ing  Witli  voire?  sweet  and  clear, And  when  they  eliant  their  glad  refrains, He 

the  children  sing,  And  an-c^els  list  with  joy  Winn  ht-tle  ones,  in  praise  to  Christ, Their 

3.  God  loves  to  hear  t!."  childn  n  eing,And  g;it!:i  rs  them  on  high  To  join  the  blood-washed  and  redeemed  Tin  ir 

__      _*-_•_#- +■    £  '»»    ♦    *"_*-*:  t t    &l    ■§•    -+_.-*■■*■     f-    *•  '.■#■  ■+-     J 

\-4~-*  -T »— »-» — f-"T:»— »— * — f-Y-?—*— |  — FT*  '  P  ? —  — T 
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hearts 
Lord 


ds     a  liflt-'ning  ear.  1 
and  t  ingoes  employ.  J-     Tl: 

rd      to  glo  -  ri  -  fy.  J 


r~  " 


m 


4- • — u 


icn  sing,  children,  sing,  Sing,  children,  sing,  Sing  a-loud  the  praises  of  your 


-9-    -9-    -3-    -t-    -0- 


Y-£-'.-\—r*~T* *-'-» — *-r-»f  * *-  *-•  — »-r-»- [  *— — * — » — * — »— » — » — 


s    s 


i      _  s    v    s    s--. r-. — h  iH — h — s-*-- — rg~T~r~« — '  K    s"  Vd — "      ~ n 

*■'  •  I  i 

glorious, heavily  King  jSing.childrenjBing.Sing.children, sing,  Fill  Ihe  air  with  melody, and  sing, sing, sing 

£ , 1  , J J — I 1  , / S—l '--; <—z ,  —  ■: 3 ;— ;-S 1 ' JJ 
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Words  by  E. 

n     First  Voice. 
■^-s — N  -K--N— | 


WHITHER  DO  YOU  JOURNEY? 


A.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  ROBERT  K.   MOORE. 


1.  Whither  do  you  journey,  pilgrim  stranger?     Wliith-er  (So  your  wear-y  footsteps  tend?       Know  you  not  the  way  is  full  of 

2.  Hut  you  are  alone,  no  friends  surround    you.  Fear  you  not  the  foes  that  throng  the  way?     When  the  lurking  dangers  close  a- 

3.  Who  Is  this  dear  Saviour  that  befriends  you?  Who  Is  this  that  gives  you  grace  and  strength?  Who  is  this  that  constantly  at- 
i.  May     1. journey  with  you,  pilgrim  Btran-ger,        To  the  land   of  peace,  and  joy,  and  rest?        "Will  this  Jesus  keep  me  from  all 

■»■■»•  -0-  -f--0--0~  a  a  m  -O--0-9-  ■#-■#-■#- 

r      Z      it      Z       -  ziS:  «»       z      z      z       -ZZZ  -       Z     Z     Z 


dan-ger?  Fear  you  not  the  conflicts  that  impend?          I     am  bound  for  bright  and  blissful  Heaven,     Thith-er   are  my 

round  yon.  Who  will  then  your  fears  and  foes  ai!ay?         I    am  not  alone,  my  Lord  is  with  me,       Though  unseen,  he 

tendsyou?  And  will  bring  you  safely  home  at  length  ?       It   is     myRe-deem-erwhoIs  near    me;      Though  unseen,  he 

dan-ger?  "Will  he  be  my  friend  and  constant  guest?  You  may  journey  with  me,  friend  and  brother,     To  the  laud  of 


wcar-y  footsteps  beni : 

is  my  constant  guide 
guides  nie  day  by  day 
love, and  life,  ami  light 


-* 


Grace  to    fearno    dan-ger  God  has   giv-en; 
He  will  e'»r  protect,  defend  me,  lead    me, 

And  his  grace  and  mercy   ev  -  er  cheer  me 
Jesus   will  befriend  you.  pilgrim  brother, 

**.£  -      5     %     %     r   &  S  t. 


1     but  go  the  way  my   Sa-vlour  went. 
He  will  keep  me  sate  whate'er  be-tide. 

A.S     I     tourney   on  my   pilgrim  way. 
He  will  lead  you  to  yon  mansions  bright, 
M.  £• 


WHITHER  DO   YOU  JOURNEY.-f'om-tttt/cf/. 
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E  -  -  sri — > £ — ** £ s r— s-3-s — s     ■       -v-a-> — s — s- Er~^~~  !!    - 
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L.2.3. There  is       a     Lle^  fulland,     61o-ry     to    G  ry      to   Godl    Be-yond  the shin-ing, 


T:r_^rr~f- 


-a+r1  a 


•1.  An  -  oth  -  er      pilgrim      on    the  way,     Glory      to    God,    Glo-ry      to    God!    An-oth  -  er  bound  to 


fc      h 


gold  -  en  strand,     Glo-ry    to    God,     Glo-ry     to    Godl    Un-num-bered  liosta  arc  gat'  ,    In 


9Bg 


fe  j*  l  ^  r  ~r~r    u  u  u  u    g ru    b  u    Fu    8  u    g=q 

V — < — t— / / / 1 L J 


Glo-ry  in  -  to      our  fold,  And 


v     s 


o_«       s        s     k       K     K     I  — s  —  Sr-S N — S — S — V S l-T-    _:! S-3-K s i-r, 

£?  ..  s..  s ''■  0.-^\  ---•*... .  >  , .  i  m\ :*=$  h  r=^r j  j  j 

t  and  fair, And  millions  more  are  pilgi      M                 r  to  God,      G 
rr«j=:#~>    -■   *    *    *•   *•   0  \  0~0—0—0—t—0—0i.-0—+_?. frrrii=g=sr  :  n 

hand  in  hand  witl  of  gold,    I  to  G    1, 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN 


STAND  FIRM. 


Music  by  S.  WESLEY  MARTIN. 
Chorus. 


i-ff — i-a-l-« sa— 0-M-- i^T-^ 0—0 — „ — ^\-d-0-*     J  ^-?P ^-7p — |-s= r-»-T -^X^^-^—  £ — - — fa 
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f  We     must  not  lose  the  battle,  comrades.We  must  not  lose  the  day;  )0,     j.  .,.         ,,  T         _. 

.  {  m        r         1  ir      t  j      r>    v.  •     .1         1  \  otand  farm,  soldiers  of  Jesus   The 

[Then  firm  -ly  stand  for  Je-sus,  comrades,  Be  he  -  roes  in  the      fray,   j  .'       M        v*        M| 


=P— 1 E=p U— U— U—^t-p'     '^   '  — ^FJ^y— p   7  !  5r|-U— j»<— v— U— fr^t^t 

— 3zH~r-* — g-f^-T--^ — ? — ^ — ?— ^ — ?--•— »i— d— 4— j—j-f-g— j— a1— ^-*~^~r~3g=aij=l 


battle  is  well  nigh  won! 
*    *     *•  * 
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T'=T 
Stand     firm,       soldiers  of  Jesus,  The  Saviour  is  lead  -  ing      on. 
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2.  Our  banner'proudly  waving,  comrades,  3.  Our  great  commander,  Jesus,  comrades, 
Is  born  in  triumph  on;  Expects  us  to  be  true; 

Support  it  firmly,  bravely,  comrades,  Then  rally  to  His  call,  comrades, 

Till  victory  is  won.  And  every  foe  subdue. 

GIVE  IT  TO  JESUS. 

Words  by  F.  B:  COPP.'  Music  by  "W.  O.  PERKINS. 

1,  <  H  l  .what shall  I  do  with  th  Is  lieu  it  of  mine.  So  sinful.so  (also.  m»  1m>  vain  ?For  I've  often  promised  toehanjremy  lil'o.Iearenot  to  promise  a- 

2,  Ob.whatsuallldo  with  my  class  so  (tear,  Whose  souls  I  haveprayedfor  so  much  ?Whose  hearts  so  tend,  rmay  soon  grow  hard  And  cold 

[to  the  Saviour's  kind 

3,  Oh,whatshailldo  with  my  time  below,Mytalents,mypowers,myhealth,My  youth  and  its  flowers  of  promise  sweet,  My  sorrows,  my 

[wants,  or  my 
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"GIVE  IT  TO  JESUS  I"— Concluded. 
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train,    I've  broken  my  vows,and  sinned  a-new,     So  of-ten  In  seasons  gone  by.  That  now  when  I  feel  I  ought  to  repentj  am 
touch  X)li,wbal  more  can  be  done  for  these  dear  j  outha.Kre  hearts  and  afi<  cllousgrow  cold,Tolead  tbeinaway  from  broad  waysofatn 

[And  to 

wealth  ?\Vlllirayinanhood,myage.niylongrsad  days,  My  monieuts  of  sweetness  and  gall  PMy  Crosses,  m  y  joys. my  lo.iMs.iny  gains,'\YUhiuy 
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al-most     a-  fralrt  to      !r\ . 

in  from  woe  untold? 
be-lng.    luy    Ufe,    my      lilt 


Give 

< 
Give 


It      to    Jc-sus! 
1;       In    Je-£U8! 

It        to     Jtl-aUal 


Give 
Give 


it     to     Je*8ust  You  should  have  done  it 
it     id     Je-sus !  You  should  have  done  it 

it     to     Je-su?!  You  sliould  have  duue  It 


.   I 


m 
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s     /     s     s 

Oil,  give  it    to    Je-sus 


Oil,  give  It  to     Je 


,-- r-i P — w — Si 


- 
•ze.'. 
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j        - ;  -  :  #.        — *_*} 
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Je    -    sns  can  wash  it  is  white  as  snow. 
He       Is  in  true  sl  friend  j  on  know! 
He      lathe   safest  friend  you  know. 
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Ion*        a-go; 

lOllg 

loug       ago; 


Give  It     to    Je  • 

it     to    Je 
Olve  It     to     Je 


Give 
Ulie 


It    to    Je  rati 

It      to 

It     to     Je-sus! 


•      •      •      • 

Oli,  give  it      to     Jc  -  sus, 


Oil,  KiM'   It     to      J. 
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'TIS  HEAVEN  WHERE  THE  SAViOUR -DWELLS. 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  MARY  ALICE  MURPHY. 


1,  'Tis  heaven  where  the  Saviour  dwells, Yesthere,there  is  Heav'n  ;IIis  love  th;  soul  with  rapture  swclls.And  there. there  is  Heav'n. 

2.  We  need  not  cross  o'er  Jordan's  stream  To  find  our  sweet  Heav'n  ;\Ve  catch  on  earth  a  passing  gleam,  Yes,here,  here  is  Heav  'n. 
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Within  the  bosom  where  He  lives  A  heav'nly  peace  and  .joy  Heglves.Alieav'nly  peace  andjoyHeglves,0  tliere,tliere  is  Heav'n. 
The  soul  with  Jesus' presence  blest,  Enjoys  the  promised  happy  rest, Enjoys  tlie  promised  happy  rest,  Yes,  here,  here  Is  Heav'n. 


2!Sf 
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ft^  77/£  CHILDREN. 

Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER. 


Music  by  C.  C.  CASE 
\-0i~2\ — r 
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1.  (.i),  call  the  lit-tle  children,     A-way  from  paths  of  sin;  Go,  pather  them  for  Je  -  sus,  And  kindly  brine them  In,  For 

2.  Go,  tell  the  lit-tle  children,    A-bout  the  home  a-bove.  The  sweet  and  blessed  str.-rv    of   Je-sus' precious  love.  Yes, 
J.  Go,  take  the  lit-tle  children,     In  kindness  by  the  hand,  And  help  them  on  the  Journey  Un-to     the  bet-ter  land,  For 

— ——0-j.ff 0—0 0  -r0  —0 *-[-.- Sr r.- M-ra m m »-  ra . m'V-0  '—* 0-0    v-0  - 0~r 
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CALL  THE  CHILDREN -Concluded. 
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e£b  m  •  lis ; : ;  I  Pill  I ; ; ;  i  llil 1  -  • 

9  -0-     -0-      '  *-#■  *        *        *      -*■     -0-     -0-       '      -0' 

oli'  the  Lord  Is     waltlnjr,  And   calling  nil   Uie  day;   He's  waiting   to     reoelvolhem,  \    tliej  come  to lilm  toprav, 
t>-l  I   tin-in  ol  the     glo-rj      Of  their  dear  ils-en  Lord;     It  shines  up  -  on    the     pagi  *,    Of  hU  pure  and   ho-lj    word. 

lli<-\  ;u  «■  m  i  .ik  and  u-ibii.-,   And  prouo  to  go     ;i--uay;    O  guidethem  un-to     J<  -  »iw   Uptlie  rowway* 
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Words  by  Rev.  H. 

I 


B.  HARTZLER. 


//0£0  A/£,  M77/£/?. 


Melody  by  D.  RODE. 


T — I 1 1 — »s 1 1 +  T 1 1 1 — rj 1— r      i  I 1 T 

i  ^  :   ~  g>  t      -© * — © ^:i_^_# — L:g # — 5, ^iti^-i. 5;  ■   L 


1 .   11  ild    1  ■;••,  Fath-er,   1  j  -  - 1  •  1      me, 
1!.  (Tide     1  ,   lmlo     mo, 

3.  Through  this  night  of  sor  -  row 


With    thy  might-y   hand;        In      thy  love    en-fold       me, 
of     life  ;      Keep    me  close    be  -  side 
-•:,!■  1  1    mo    on,  Till      the  lies  -  ?oT  mor         row 


_^2 


1 1  H|| 


tr 
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By      thy  grace  to  stand.    Tlmri    art  all      in      all      tome, 


all      to  mo,  Let      m«  Hvo    and  die      for  thee. 

me  not    in      sin      to  roam,     I  to     my  he  ivi  nly  I 

When   my  work   is    done,    Then    to  Thee  my    heart  shall  raise,  Hymns  of  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  j 


m  f  I  ^mmmmm^^^^:  o 
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JESUS  LOVES  THE  LiTTLE  ONES. 


Words  by  E.   A.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  A.  J.  ARMSTRONG. 

4- 


Jc  -  sus  loves  the 
Je  -  sus  died  for 
Jo  -  sus   wants  the 


lit  -  tie  one?,  Longs  to  ran  -  som  them  from  sin  ; 
lit  -  tie  ones,  Died  that  they  might  live  on  high, 
lit-    tie   ones      Brought  in  -  to       his   prec-ious   fold; 


9 


"fcfr: 
■E--8- 


— 0- 
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e 
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Go  then,  )-e  that 
With  the  ran-somed 
Of  -  fers  them   his 


Chorus. 


-g — » g- 

child-ren    in. 

\  ond  the  sky. 
crown  of  gold. 


Bring  them  in, 


them 


-»-\ — - 
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Bring  the  lit -tie    child-rcn  in, 

•-- M-T-0 1—0~ 


V     V 


Je  •  sus  loves  the  lit  -  tie   ones,    Go,   and   bring  them  in. 
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BE  KIND  TO  EACH  OTHER. 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  C.  T.   DONDORE. 
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6      4    fj  I  rgr^zyTf-j-y-l  *     *  J  '  -    ft^    »j  «(  ; |  ;     ; Ti      ?  3  J  .  ^t 

1.  Bo       kind  to  each  otti-er.  Bo      lov  -  Iiik  and  true;  lie      gen -tie     to   all   In     Wbat-ev  -    er  yon  do.       Bo 
l'.  Ko        kind  to  your  parents,  To     nth-  er     so  dear.  To     moth-ex  bo   ten-dor,    Be     klni      to  them  here.   Bo 

•—,» »—*_*—* e      * 0    m  •     fi.fi — «_»_#_* 0-0 f-  -f-   0-'     a     . 
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kind     to     your  playmates,       A  -  void  -  lng         all  strife;  Then     love    and    af-fec-tion   'Will    sweet  -  en     your   life, 
true     to     jour    Sa-viour,     How    lov  -    lug     was     he!         To   save  you   he   suflered  The  death      on     the     tree. 


__ 0 0 0 0 0 0.0 . T- #-•_#        0 »_#_«_# 0        fi 0 r: 0-'— r 
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C7ior 
Ba     kind. 


he  kind. 


Be    kind. 


be  kind. 


rue  1 

H 


§  -.'    = 


Bo    kind.be  kind,  be  kind,  he  kind.  Be    Iot  -lug  and  true  I  Be    kind,  be  kind,  be  kind,  be  kind,  Ba    lor-lng   and  true! 

* — 0— * — »_« « 0 0---0 * p     f  »  f       0 * o 0 0 * O 0 .    _o # — 0-    ' 
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N EARING  THE  BETTER  LAND. 


Music  by  C.  B.  HUNT. 


1.  Careworn  trav'ler  on  life's  ocean,  Bonn!  for  yonder  golden  strand.  Look  beyond  the  wave's  commotion, 

2.  Though  the  sky !  ie  dark  and  gloomy.  And  the  wild  storms  loudly  roar, Look  with  hopeful  heart  beyond  them, 

3.  Trust  in  God  and  be  not  fearful,     He  will  lend  a  helping  hand,        Let  thv  heart  be  light  and  cheerful 

-»  •#-  -m-0-0-  -9- 
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Refrain. 
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Thou  art  nearing  that  blest  land. 
Thou  art  nearing  yon  blest  shore 
Thou  art  near  the  bet-ter  land. 


I 


Near-ing,  near-ing,  near-ing,  nearing,  Thou  art  nearing  That  blest  land. 


Words  by  Rev,  H 


HARTZLER. 


FOLLOW  ME. 


-*•-£■  ■** 


Music  by  E. 
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A.  HOFFMAN. 
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1. 1  hear  tlie  words,in  wlnnlnprtone.ofonewho  hath  before  ns  prone  To  mark  the  way  forpllsrrlms  lonc:Fol   -   low    me,  follow  me. 
L'.  In  !i  illder  Childhood  i  • .  •  1 1  j  i  •  away.  110  rwait.iuy  child,  another  day,  liul  enter  on  the  narrow  way.        I'ol        -        low    luc,  follow  me. 


il 


ait; 


( loino  trust  iiji*.  clasp  my  helping  hand, 

The  way  leads  down  the golden  Btrand,  Ami  yonder  lle.s  thy  Fatherland: 


Fol 


low       mo.  follow  inc. 
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COME  AND  HELP  US. 
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Word;  by  Rev.   H.   C.   HARTZLER 

y    —  __*  n 


Music  by  ALBERT  HOOK. 
S      *      y      b-l 


I'oine  ami  Iwlpus^MemUofJl  BUS,!  faithful  toil. From  the  wrecks  ol  sin  and  sorrow,lIclp  u     ratlici 

o-     s     v  ■*-  -e- 
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Com*  and  help  ns.Come  and  help  us.Conie  and  help  as, Fiioud                   omoandhclpu »•  and h>:lp,l  uidhelp. 

n    ^  —     ».   > — «.-        s                 «---«*»           *    "                ■  a  a  ■       \-ji~ ft  -\—*,  roil 

Conic,  c  i.j.  ,  c-  nie.Como  aud  help  ns,  dhelp. 

I  i  tlUU, 
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V    '*>    S       s  t 
2.  Come  and  liel]  are  feeble, 

-mall — 
Oli 

II"-.  11! 

3.Coi;; 

Give  Him  ba  k  in  l 
What  Hi 


Him  ; 
Ho] 

II     [p 

Tul  I 
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Words  by  E.  A-  HOFFMAN. 


CLEARING  UP. 


Music  by  E.  A.  HANCHET. 


id  emptied  out  the  hear  -  y 
■  split  -  Its  dark,  o'er  heart! 

bore    thy  soul,  like  clouds  i 
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1.  Thank  God!  the  clouds  that  hung  o'erhead.  And  emptied  out  the  hear  -  y     rain.   Are  breaking  and  rtls  -  solving  now.  And 

2.  Do  clouds     et'    painful   sor-row   hang.  Like  spfr-  its  dark,  o'er  heart  and  brain?  Cheer  up!  the  mercy-an-gel     comes  To 
3,Do  strong     af  -  flic-t  ions  now  im-pend,     Above   thy  soul,  like  clouds  of  rain?  These  clouds  wilLsoxmbe  emptied  out.  And 


.J l_ 


I— J— 4- 


Cheer  up I 


cheer  up! 


na  -  turo  grows  se- rene  a -pain.  ) 
maketliy  heart  se  -  rene  a -train.  > 
all    will  grow  se  -  rene      a  -  gain.  ) 


Cheer  up! 


cheer  up!  the  sky     is   clear, 
— I- 


*^± 


-m—.—» — ^— 
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■I 


cheer  up     cheer  upl    the  sky     is     clear,   cheer  up. 


s=e 


up! 


cheer  up! 


I^P^l 


r    f    p 
i     i 

cheer  upl 


r    r 


I  "      I      >  I  IS  I     I 
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cheer  up!  cheer  up!     tlio  light  Is  here.     Storms  al-ways  have 


tbo  light  Is 


time  -  ly    end; 

T-P— . 


.loy 
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4.  Hang  not  thy  head  in  hopeless  grief, 
A  rainbow  soon  will  span  the  sky, 
The  Lord  will  send  thee  sweet  relief, 
His  Angel  even  now  draws  nigh. — Chorus, 


5.  A  silv'ry  brightness  lines  the  cloud ; 
A  joy  succeeds  our  every  pain  ; 
Be  hopeful,  then  !  God's  cheering  love 
"Will  make  thy  heart  serene  again. — Chorus. 


CLEARING  UP.— Concluded* 
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al-ways  follows  grief  and  pain;  An  an-gel  God  doth  ev-ersend       i  our  hearts  serene  again. 
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/'ZZ  0£  77/f  /i/ot. 

Words  by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER.  Music  by  Mrs.  JOSEPH  F.  KNAPP. 


III    be  the  next    to  go    to  Je-sna.Lon*  have  I  borne  my  load  of  sin;    1  0ft  have  I  longed  Hi  love    to  win. 


„  f  I'll     lip   the  next     to  live  for  Je-ras:Oh,  He  hath  done  so  much  for  me  I 

*  I   Nuw  to  His  v.  i:i 


lie     my    e-tet  -  oal   all  ehall   lie. 


1  f  nl 
I  I'll    he  the  next     tq plead  for  pardon,  mm. 

be  the  next    to  live  for  Je-sos:Oh,He 
to  HlswlU      I     ;iii    surrender;  Ojut. 
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I'll   bo   the  next,   I'll  be  the   next  my   Lord   to   own,     I'll  bo  the  next,  I'll   bo   the  next  my    Lord  to      own. 


Elferf 


o     s 


3.  I'll  be  the  next  to  walk  with  Jesna — 

Oh,  what  a  Friend  my  soul  shall  find  I 
I'll  the  !!•  xt  to  learn  fi  im  Ji  -us, 
Till  1  shall  know  and  own  His  mind, 


/   Si 


4.  I'll  1 

Wait  till  the  pei  s  in; 

Wait  till  1!.'  bi  ars  my  i  - ;  i rit 

( (at  I  I  sin. 
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THE  NEW  JERUSALEM, 


Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN, 


Music  by  Mis.  SUE    M.  O.   HOFFMAN. 
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1,  .Je-  ru-sa-lem  fair,  thou  City  of  Light.  And  having  the  glo-ry     of     God,     No     unclean  feet  uave  entered  thy  gates,  Or 

2,  A  River  there  Hows,  the  Water  of  Life,  Proceeding  from  out  of  the  Throne,   lis  stream  is  pure   aud  crystalline  clear,  lis 

3,  Xhe  Thione  of  God  shall  stand  therein,  The  Throne  of  his  love  and  Ins  grace  ;The  blest  there  throng  e  -  ler  -  ual-ly,   And 
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on  thy  golden  streets  trod.  There  death  and  sorrow  shall  come  no  more,  No  fears,  nor  crying,  nor  ]>uin;The  former  things  are 
banks  with  liowers  are  shewn  On  either  side  '/rows  the  Tree  of  life.Bedecked  with  leaves  ofrich  green, Which  bears  iis  unit  un- 
see  the  Saviour's  dear  face.  No  night, no  candle, no  gloom  is  there.The  Lord  Godgivclh  them  light ;\Vilh  Chrlsl  they  reign  lor- 
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.Fine.   Chorus. 


7'.  K  ■''-  r     '■'■  m  /ate,   J, 

d  a  & 
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passed  a-way,  But  Joy  and  glo-ry     re    -    main.) 

ceas-ing  -  ly,   And  heals  lie-  nations  from  sin.     >  Jerusalem  fair,  I,  too,  shall  he  there ,1,  too, shall  he  there, I, too, shall  he  there. 

ev-er  -  more,  Arrayed  in  garments  of   while.     ) 
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too,shall  be  there,  Th  y  r'n  h  glory  tosliare! 


LIGHTS  FOR  JESUS. 
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Words  by  Rev.  A.  W.  ORWIG. 


s    s 


Music  by  W.  A.  OGDEN. 


1.  Llghtafor  Jeans  we  aliould  bo.  In  tliU  world  ao  dark  with  sin.  Shining  brightly,  day  by  day.  Striving!  to  win; 

2.  Lights  for  Jesus  we  should  be,  Wli  ither  yonugor  wbetlierold,  Sheading  forth  moat  brilliant  rays,Brlgbtcr  for  Uian  glittering  gold. 

3.  Lights  for  Jeana  we  alionld  bp,       i  Lord  can  use  us  too,     As   bi  smallest  star. 
t.  Lights  for  Jesus    wo  win  be,    At  oar  homes,  and  In  the  acbool.  Striving  always,  everywhere    To    o-bey    the  golden  rule. 
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Fur  the  light  we  have  in  Christ,  Barely  we  mnsl  a  v  er     hide,      <  Ir  our  hi  avenly  Father's  name  Would  remain  nnglo 
For  the  world  lias  little  light  That    la   steady,  clear  and  true,     Lighting  up  the  path  to  Hcav'n,  Giving  men  a   glorious  view. 
By  our  actlona  kind  and  i  i  meek  and  mild,  We  may  shine  ns  Jesus'  lights  In  thla  world  byrln   ' 

Bat,  dear  Jeana,  we  moat  be     Dal-ly   uidrd   by   thypower;      Oh  do  thou  bestow   it   now,    In  thbi  bleat,  this  sacred  hour  1 
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Llgbta  for  Jeaus   we  Should  boXilghta  for  Jcsur,Llguts  for  JesusJ/lghla  for  Je  -  suo     wealu  way. 
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TRUSTING  IN  JESUS'  LOVE. 


Words  by  Rev.  J.  D.  WYCKOFF. 


Music  by  E.  A.  HANCHET. 
1  I    2  End. 


■%     \  Wra-ry  with  wand-er-ing.  Death  on     my   track,   Hennll     tliy  warn-ing  voice  Call-lug  me  back, 
•    )   Call-ing    in   faithfulness    Ev  -  er      the  same,     O     withwhat  ten  -der-uess i^ Speak-in?  my  name. 


Cj;--^4— # , — H; *—)--# — #-•-# — &— f-* — i " — #-'— # — » — s> — »-f-i — -  — E — — j — ig— r 


9,    9 .  '     '.     \        \         ¥       '      '  !         9       9'        "  "  "•"   T  I         •     ? 

D.  C.  Washedin  Ins  precious  llood,Ledly  his  Word,  Nothing  shall  separate Me  from  my  Lord. 

Chorus.  D.  C. 


Com  -  ing 


to     Je  -  sus'  love, 


~Z1  k_]i m.'.JpZ^  '    p fe [__ i ^ $ — p — 

2.  Henceforth  thou  art  my  all,  Come  cloud  or  sun. 
Hard  i"il  or  liearj  cross,  Thy  will  be  done, 
Through  all  the  narrow  way.  Clothed  with  thy  might, 
Hold  thou  my  chastened  soul  True  to  the  right. 

ClIOBUS,— Trusting  in  Jesus'  love,  etc. 


IS— 1— r P5-HS K     W    1-T-i S ISM— 1 1 A-Js*     ' '*  '      11 

asseda-way.     All  things   are   new. 


Faithful     and    true,        Old     things  have  passed  a- way,     All  things   are   new. 


9       9     9       9 
...Shadows  are  stealing  on  Overthe  sky. 
Working  time  closes  soon.  Sunset  is  nigh, 
Jewels  can  yet  he  won.  Fill  up  thy  crown, 
Then  at  the  Saviours  feet  Lav  theta  all  down. 

CllOUUS.— Working  lor  Jesus'  love,  etc. 


Words  by  D.   E.  GOODHART. 

js  _,      n  _>   .    s 


YOUTHFUL  BAND. 


Music  by  J.   H.   LESLIE. 
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1.  We're    a   hand  of   faith-ful  sol-diers.  We  are  marching  to     the  fight.  And  our  Saviour  is     our  Captain,  He'll  protect   us 

2.  Though  the  hosts  of  sin  are     man-y,  And  their  armies  large  and  strong,  Wo  will  put  our  trust  in  Jo-siis,  And     in  trlumi>h 
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D.  C.  We're  aland  of  youthful  soldiers,  We  are  marehinr/  to  the  fvjht.  And our  Szviour is  our  Cai>t  lin,  Hz' 11  protect  as 


! 


YOUTHFUL  BAND -Concluded. 
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B.C. 


hir       hlamlirlit     '  "''       will  load  1IH     Oil       to  COnnllT.  And  We'll  EniltC  tllO  hOStS  Of  Cltl  > 

y     '  "3IU'°  '"•  ),,r    we     nev-erwfll  give  o-ver  OMIT Till  the     battle    we  Shall  win.  J 

marc1!  a    lonir  '  '    r     '''       aoa  wlllbesiif » n-clcnt.  M     we  will  on   bim depend,  \ 

''"l  Aud     a   bUmiiitf  crown  of  glo- ry  OMIT He  will  give  us      In   the  end. j 


hy     his  mi'jJtt. 
Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


CHRIST  IS  RISEN. 


jtod— H4~rtd-^iJ  *iH  M  J-U  J.IE  j  S ! OJgJP^^P 
5  >  gig  fle^-J-Lef-jlg  3IJ  gl3  s»g  9+r- 3-l*  Ji^hfts^  &  ,  ! 


Music  by  C.  F.  BARFl. 


1.  Tour  Ai  -li'-  la-Jab's  brlnir.  Tonr  liearte  and  volees  raise  I  To  OodTonrfrrnuia  of  gladness  brlnf;  Inn-dosoi*  Joy  and  praise, 
'-'.  \\  ••,  too,  from  oul  the  grave  Im-mor-tal  shall  a  -  rise.  Renewed  with  an  e  -  ter- ual  youth.  To  live  a-bove  tbeekics 
A.   O     Ai  -    le  -  iu-jah,  Hun,    ToOuU  who  reigns  on  High ;  To  Christ  who  o-ver  diath  and  'iu.il  lias  gained  the  vto-to-ry; 

^    ♦#     *#     *  ■#-■!*•     i 
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Ho    who 
These  bodl 

Aud  to      l!ie 


np-on     theorosi  For  oar    sal -ra-tton  bled.  Enthroned  theEIng    ofGlo-ry  now,  Is    rls-en  from  the  dead. 
i.-r.iiaii  and  Tile.  Shall  like     nn-to  Hisowu      Be  fashioned   by     our  bless-ed  Lord.  And  gath-er     stHI    i 
he     Ho  -  ly  GUwat  jju  ai  -  h-   -  In -Jah  given,  liy     all     the  ran-aomed  on  the  earth, By  all  the  saved  in  Hi 
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AS  THE  DOOR  OF  HEA1/E/V  CLOSED? 

Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN.  Music  by  G.  W.   FOSTER. 

The  Echo  may  be  done  in  an  adjoining  room,  if  convenient. 

DUETT.  Not  too  fast. 

-4- 
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When  the  gates  of  Heav-en        are    for-ev-er       barred,        Ma  -  ny  shall  be  say  -  ing :       "O-pen,  o  -  pen, 
At      the  closed  door  standing,  those  outside  will     say:     "Wert  thou  not  our  Proph-et,     teaching   by  the 
Let      us  heed  the  Mas-ter      call  -  ing  us    to-day,  Call  -  ing  us  to  serve   Him,     and   no  more  de- 

^      r^       r^     p       p-<      f»>       '!***      ^       r*      r*       r^p 


Lord!" 

way  ? 

lay, 


God  will  bid  the  an  -  gels 
Did   we  not,  0,  Mas-ter, 
Saying :  "Strive  toen-ter 


if 

guard  the  golden     door, 

eat  and  drink  with  thee  ? 

at  the  narrow      gate, 


And  the  gates  will  o  -  pen 

Must  we  now  be  lost,      0 

Lest  you  he  found  knocking 


i — w-B-w— ±y=s=  • 


ney-er,  nev  -  er  -  more    ) 

Lord,  e  -  tor  -  nal  -  ly?    >     Is  the  door  of  Heaven  closed?  Will  it  open  never-more?. Never-more  Never-more  ? 

when   it  is     too     late;"    J 

mm         pm  


tt 
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IS  THE  DOOR  OF  HEAVE/V  CLOSED -included. 

Echo. 
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1  i  p£oip£j?tprr^T^g  u^rrs 


Can    In  ■  tei    in?    Am     I  lost   for-cv-er      more?        Ev  •  er  -  more?       F.v  -  er  -  more? 


')  ,  k    !*  r    'y 
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Words  and  Music  by 


SO  MUCH  TO  DO.    {A  Chant.) 


WILBUR  A  CHRISTY. 
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1.  Bo 

2.  A    - 

4.  Kut 
l>.  Thy 


much    to   d'>! 
las,    how  few  ! 
Tr>  ^ -*<1  w  e  stand, 
smooth  o 

will    be  done! 


mm 


And,  Ob, bow  seldom  Is  It     that     we  think  Our 

oely  think  oar  lives  begun  nn-  til       The 

And  view  life's  tossing  sargesroll   ■  -  p-und  On 

Our  sivicnir  long  was  toss'duponllfo's  sea—    It 

Help  us,  dear  Lord,  to  UuWi    in      t!iy  name    Our 

-a — 


years  so       tew, 

end  \vn     view, 

eilh  -  cr      hand. 

Is  ••  -  uough. 

work  be  -  gun, 


A  -  mm, 
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FAR  FROM  THESE  DARK  ABODES  OF  CARE. 

Words  and  Music  by  WILBUR  A.  CHRISTY. 


Far  from  these  dark  abode   of  care, 'Wb^re  sorrow  valnl]  i  i  Is  a  homed  •,  wnere  love  Its  klngdoi 

Willi  in  Uiat  happy,  blest  n aln.  No  tear-d        -  u!o  of  grief  or  pain  Ils*plcasure  ever  palls. 

i  oi  -  i  •  ■  lor  you  and   >"•  Thai  honieabovi   i       ,  en,  Forever  there  oui  ["o  live  and  love  In  Heaven. 


*—*"  \~  »_»- ,»_#_©. 
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SOON  AND  FOREVER. 


Music  by  D.   F.   HODGES. 


IZ*ZZ*ZZ 


Shall  drive  all   the  night-clouds  of  sorrow  away, 
sol-dier  lays  down   His  sword  for    a  harp,  and  his  cross  for    a  crown, 
war-fare  of  sin,        Our     fight-ing  without,  and  our  conflict  within, 
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■j m— ;-*P-J - 1- 1 P — #— *-y-| — m ■ 3 5 — I * S  \ — I ^ 1 


Soon  and  for-ev  -  er  we'll  see  as  we're  seen,  And  learn  the  deep  meaning  of  things  that  have  been. 
Droop  not  in  sorrow,  despond  not  in  fear,  A  glo  -  ricus  to-morrow  is  bright' ning  and  clear. 
Trial,  temp-ta-tion,  and  sor-row  shall  cease,       And      Je  -  sus  shall  gather   His  children    in  peace. 

I      N     6  J  ......  .  T*l 


Chorus. 
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Soon  and  for-ev  -  er, 


soon  and   for-ev  -  er 
-* 0---0 


And      Je  -  sus  shall  gather    His  children    in  peace. 
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THANKSGIVING. 

Worth  by  Rev.  H,  B.  HARTZLER. 
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Music  by  ALDINE  S.   KIEFFER. 


- 1  f\  j  j  i  j  j-j\  m i  i !  Hi  ii=f\  -L- 1 PV  j  j  j  i  i  I 

1.  Wi  come  with  the  cup  of  sal-va-tion,     To  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord,    And  grate-ful-ly  bring  our  ob- 
2    We  come  with  rejoicing  and  gladness,  And  break  from  I  i  grief  and  the 

N     .     .     #_#*_*   Jtl     *     *■     *-*-*-  -0-  *-  -0-      0^o         N  _*_»_*      *_*_* 
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Cliorus. 
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la  tion,  With  cheerful  and  loving  ac 
■ad  Dees,  Wo  of-ten  too  willingly        bear. 


•  We  thank  thee,  dear  Father,  we  thank  thee,  For  blessings  in 

ri»  i*  fr  i   i   !i  fh-rrri  E    E    E    P    l*    M'-Mft      1-4-— 


tapt 
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bas  -  ket  and 


store,   For  peace  and  for  safe  -  ty  we  thank  thee,  Thy  mcr-cy  and  lovo  we 

£•  ♦  -    *-   *•  * 
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We  join  v.  '  ;i  nation, 

That  bends  at  thine  altars  to  pray, 

Our  eyes  bave  beheld  thy  salvation 
In  many  a  pi  rilotu  day. 


1.  With  moantain  and  valley  an  1  i 
A.nd  fruitful  d  will  raise, 

Our  hearts  to  the  bountiful  p i v •  •  r 
In  ci  i  scriptions  i  . 
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PURE  AS  THE  LILIES. 


(Kon  Tiiuf.e  Little  (jikls.) 
Words  by  Mrs.  SUE    M.  O.   HOFFMAN. 
HATT1E.  FLORA. 


Melody  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


J-L-0 * M 1 ^-1/ 1 1 1 


1.  What  is  pure  and  sweet  and  fair?  Fragrant  water-lil  -  ies,  white  and  rare,  Floating   in  the  sunlight  there. 

2.  What  is  pure  and  fair  and  sweet?     Lil-ies   of  the  valley,     at     our   feet,     Smiling   in    their  cool  retreat. 
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On    the     wa  -  tor's  breast  they  lie, 
Mid  the  leaves  they  humbly     lie. 


While  the     eve 
Breathing   in  - 


ning  brei  zes    sigh,And  ere  morning  comes  they  die. 
cense   to  tho  sky,     Yet  ere  morning  i  omes  they  die. 


— g — 


„u 
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3.  What  is  pure  and  fair  ana  white? 
Lilies  of  the  garden,  fragrant,  bright, 
Blooming  in  the  morning  light. 
Looking  upward  for  a  day 
Mid  the  flowers  bright  and  gay — 
Oh,   how  soon  they  fade  ay, ay ! 


■1.  What  is  pure  and  fair  an  1  good? 

Spirits  thai  are  washed  in  Jesus'  blood, 
Sinking  'neath  the  crimson  flood. 
Though  our  bodies  fade  and  die, 


Far  bej-ond  the  starry  sky 
We  shall  dwell,  all  ]  are  on 


high 


MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
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Words  by  E.  A.  HOFFMAN. 


by   D.   F.  HODGES. 


1.  A  little  boy  thai  loved  the  Lordkni  II  by  his  moll 

cliair.Aii'l  offered  up  toJesus  in  •  wonted 

2.  And  when  Ills  prayer  v  crept  on  ninth-  l 
•rtokuee,And  throw  bis  arms  around  her  and  I 

.;.  He  looked  Into  his  mother's!) ar  I  told  ber:"When  ) 

Idlel'llgotobuanangelaudllvi  a-  \ 


bOTB   Hi'!   sky; 
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lli  pr«  hlni.and  keep  him 

through  the  nlyutyAjid  suffer  him  tu  see  again  the 
Ami  said  he  loved  thi  Saviour  and  «  anted  to  ho  good, 
Uidfelttbi  tj<  nis loved him, too, and 

■  e,dear  mamma  Til  sing  no  more  for 
tuee,Butfor  Jesus  and  the  angels  bright,  in 


==I 


glo  -  rlnus  morn  •  tag    light, 

hnpi  il  be         al  -  waj  t  would: 
nil         e      -      ti  r   -    nl    -    ty." 


Tin-  angels  hovered    o'er    his    head,    Ami    listened   as  he 

Aii.l  then  In  accents  sweet  and  clear,  He  Bang   the   liino 

Irew  him  closely   in   her  breast,   lie  calmly,  softly 


1 L .2r_L 1 
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"Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleepj  pray  tin-  Lord  my  Jt  I  ihonld  die  before  I  wake,!  pray  the  t«rd  my  soul  to  take.11 

"lam  Jesus' little  lamb.  And  happy  all  day  long  I  am,  For  Fl 

,fbld  your  wings  ofllght,Over  his  plrltptu  knd  guard  with    ■  kre.ThelUUellfetliatalumbcrsI 


.    <i 
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7  HEAR  THE  ANGELS  CALLING." 


Words  by  Mrs.  SUE    M.  O.   HOFFMAN. 


Music  by  C. 
IS 


T.   DONDORE. 
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1.  Draw  up    the  blind,  dear  mother,   And  raise  the  window  high,     That   I   may  see  the     clouds,     Once 

2.  Bring  me  some  flowers,  mother,      The    fair-est  ones  that  bloom,  And  when  I've  passed  up  yonder  Lay 

3.  I      hear  the   an-gels   calling,      They    beckon  me    a-way,  They  tell  me  not    to      tarry,  I 

_ jr-fi-T-F *— * *-T-^~ ^ C-T-^ *— * *-T-»i »-T-* M-«-T-A' « 

9i;fcft:ti=t=L=t 
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more    before     I     die. 
them   up-on    my  tomb, 
can       no  long-er  stay. 


The  sun    is    sinking,  mother'; 

They  nev-er     fade  in  Heaven, 
I      see  their  gold-en     lyres, 


His  gold  -  en  car      on   high  Is 

They're  always  bright  and  fair  ;    Thus 
I      hear  their  voic  -  es   sweet,      I'm 


. m p 0 |__ __r ^-x  * m — ^ — T_n ^~T — ——v m 

_^ ^ ,_i_r ^p^^ J7-I-J7— p ^ b=f: k 


Cliorus. 
-a|— t- 


glid-ing  slow-ly    down 
I  shall  bloom,  dear  mother, 
go  -  ing  now 

-# «— * 


The  stairway   of  the  sky. 

I'll   be      an   angel  there. 

dear  mother,     In     glory  wo  shall  meet. 


I      soon  shall  die,  dear  mother,    My 


7  HEAR  THE  ANGELS  CALLING. "-Concluded. 
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sun     will-  ',       But    i  iliss  will  gri 
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I  :i  lviv'n, among  the      bl 

* — » — ^ — 0 — 9-  r_#rT!l*. 


iri'//i  (Au  verse — so/i  and  slow. 
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4.  Gently  closed  the  eyelids,  Sank  she  in  -  to  rest ;   Hands  were  meekly  folded,   On   the  si-lent  breast. 


Clothed  in  Bnow  white  garmente.Pale  an  1  Btill  aha  lay  -  went  to  glory,  Thus  she  pass.  I 


— 0 — #_« 
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THE  ANGEL  MESSAGE -{Christmas  Anthem.) 


Worclc  by  Rev.   H.   B.   HARTZLER. 


Music  by  J.   H.  TENNEY. 


c 


.  The  shades  of  night  In  slumber  fold, The  preen  Judean 


77 


t^__2~t±_ 


-o—y 

&*•■  .    77 

val  -  leys     fills. 


hills;  And  one  great  wave  of  silence  now  The  love-ly 
.The  silvery  starlight  softly  rests  On  dreaming  seaand  shore,  And  broods  on  sleeping  Bethlehem  As     in   the     days     of     yore. 
.  The  shepherds  keep  their  nightly  guard  Their  browsing  flocks  around,  And  wait  the  morning  as  they  tread  Their  often  trodden  round. 


9*E= 


- — .»— 

±=tr- 


crzr c 
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rEE: 


:-Scrr^r 


D«d. 


Sfcfc 


4.    But    lo! 


sud-den   glo-ry  shines     In     splendor  from  the  skies,  Ami.  Hashing  from  its  burning  beams,  \ 


I 


^1 


Chor 


migh-ty  An-gcl  fl ies. 


5.    lie  cries  a-loud    In     Joy-ous  tone:  Fear  not,  behold  I  bring  Good  tidings  of  great  Joy  1"  all  From 
G.     The   longing  ages  have  received  The  promise  Of  Ills  Word:  For  unto  you   i  s  ln.r;i       this  day   A 


.a.  #.'&-  jo.  a 
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THE  ANGEL  MESSAGE -Concluded, 
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Iirav'n;  c-t.T-ivii  Kin/:  7.   Ob,  let  our  souls  In  pi  .  And  catch  the  glad  refrain:  "To  th,  And 

?u\  lour.  (  uTlst  Uie  Lord." 

f  ** 
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sweet  g 1  will  to  mem    To  God  be  glo-17,  peace  on  earth,  And  wllltomen,  To  God  be  glory,  peace  1 

m  m  i  I  i  y  mtjagit :'  still  1 1 1  i  h 

"  U  U  U  U  v' 


*  HTTTll 


o- 


;'vi«  ;.s!'^d 


.v.Ul  to    men.    Glo-ry    to  God,   Glo-ry  to  God.peaoi  nod  will      to       men." 
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HELP  US,  LORD,  TO-DAY  .-{Ward.) 


-v=H — I  r— I i-j  r — T 1  ■■■  I  ■  ', lr 1 r-"^ — '  v~* 1-1 1-1 


1.  Blessed  be  God,who  safe  has  kept,And  has  refreshed  us  while  we  slept;  Vow  help  us,Loid,to  watch  and  pray, And  serve  thee  faithful  If 

I  to-day. 

2.  OLord,  illume,  directourway,  In  all  we  thini  or  do  or  say.  That  all  our  powers,  with  all  their  might, In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 


r  H~tr  ' — ^— ^ — rrr1 — ^rr 

EVENING  PRAYER.     {Rockingham.) 


1.  Glory  to  thee.my  God.this  night.For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light :  Keep  me,oh  keep  me.King  of  Kings,Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

2.  Oh  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose,  And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close;  And  let  my  soul  forever  share  The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care. 

'      S--#-  i 1 — rts — m- 


QU. 


KEEP  US  THIS  DAY. 


From  the  CERMAN. 


1.  Now  that  the  daylight  Alls  the  sky,  We  lift  our  hearts  to  God  on  high;  That  lie,  in  all  we  do  or  say, Would  keep  us  free  from  sin  to-day. 

2.  So  we,  when  this  day's  work  is  o'er.And  shades  of  night  return  no  more.  Our  path  of  duty  safely  trod, Shall  give  the  glory  to  our  God. 

.S-I| — — i_IS~ 1 


JESUS.  THOU  OUR  GUARDIAN  BE. 


'- 1      — t^^-1^}--- 


. 


~n"~! — 


,    J   Through  Hi''  day 

'  )  Through  tin'  si "  - 

,  f  rn  -grbns  lure 

'  I     Us        and  ours 


ihv   love  lia«  spared  us.  Now  we  lay      in      down    to     rest;/ 

lint   watches   '.-Hani  vs.  Lit    no    ioc  our    peace    mo -lest;  j 

I'll  rarth,  and  strangers.  Dwelling  In     the    midst     <'i"     roes,  J 

preserve     from  dangers,  Iu  Ubinearrua  may     we     ru  -  pose*! 

I 
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From  the  GERMAN, 

Jc-sus,  tbou  our  Guar-dlan  be; 
And,  when  life's  sad  day  la  | 
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Sweet  It  Is     to     trust     In  Thee, 
Beat  win.  Owe  In  HeaT*n  at  la-t. 


Ji — u^,    tii.'ii  our    Qaar-dlan    be. 

And,  wlicn  life's  sad      day   Is       past. 


Bweet  it  is 
Beet  with  tliee 

s 
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to  trust  in  tin". 
In  llcavii  at  In^t. 

N 


THE  HOLY  SABBATH  DAY. 

II  12  Be/ 


MOZART, 

jsJ-J-S. 


,    f  On  thh.daT.tlte  first  nf  days.  God.the  Father's  name  we  praise,  Hallo-  la-Jab  I  Ilal-le  -  la-Jahl  Hallelujah  I  A-  men. 

i  vVholcrcullon'*  Fount  ana  Spring, Did  Ibo  world  from  darkness  bring.  |  * 

Cv [   0  0  0  0  .0.-  0  0      »+*?   .  «  *  0  --.   »  »  .  —  ,T—  ~  -~  ,T—    0-0,0  0  p    ,*— ,, 


'.'.oh:  Hint  fervent  love  t"  . lay 
May  ill  every  heart  havi-  .way. 
Teaching  us  to  praise  ai  Ight ' 
(mil  Hie  Bourco  of  life  and  light. 


S.God,  the  blessed  Three  in  One, 
Dwell  within  inv  in-  ii  i  ■ 
Tlinu  rti    >  .  i   ■    Pli)  Bell  to  me, 
Now  I  gin  m\  -.  n  to  Thee. 


THE  LOST  SHEEP -(Chant.) 


Music  by  R.  A.  KINZIE. 


1.  There  were  ninety-and-nine  that  safely  lay  In  the     shelter     ofllic   fold;     Ami     one   was   out  on   the   hills  away.  Far  off 
2."Lord,thou  hast  here  the  ninety-and-nine,Are  they  not  enough  for  Thee  f  "But  the  Shepherd  made  auswer,''ThisofmineWandered  a- 

3.  lint  none  oi'llie  ransomed  ever  knew  How  deep  were  the  waters  crossedjNor  how  dark  the  night  that  the  Lord  passed  through.E  re 

[lie  found  his 

4.  "Lord.wbencc  are  those  blood-drops  all  the  way  That  mark  out  the  mountain's  track  ?""They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone  astray 

[Ere the  shepherd  could 

5.  And  all  through  the  mountains,tlumder-riven,And  up  from  the  rocky  steep.There  rose  a  cry  to  the  gates  of  heaven"l{ejoiee,I  have 
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s  ■ 


3=4 


iFl===a 


from  the 
way 
sheep 
bring 

found 


gates  of  gold; 

from     me; 
that  waslost. 

him  back." 

my    sheep." 

#- 
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ST       TJ- 
tender  Shepherd's   care, 
find      my     sheep." 

ready     to  die. 
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A    -    way  on  the  mountains  wild  and  ban — A    -    way  from     the 
And  al  -  though  the  roads  be  rough  and  steep.  1        go   to  the  desert  to 

Out  in  the  desert  lie-  heard  its  ci •>. Sick. and       helpless,      ami 
■'Lord,     whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and  torn?  "'They  were  pierced  to-night  by  many  a  thorn." 
And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne,    "Ke  -  .joice,    for     the        Lord  brings  back  his  own!" 
. «_„ <5- 
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CLOSING  HYMN. 

by  Rev.  H.  B.  HARTZLER. 

tino. 


Music  by  J.  M.  STILLMAN. 
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1.  Dear 

2.  Thine 
3    Dear 

4.  Come, 

#- 


Lord, 
all  ■ 
Je    - 

ho  - 
-I 


once  more 

BTlf  -  fi     - 

sus,  lead 
ly        Spir 


rp- 
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the 
cient 
and 
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note 
grace 
keep 
as 


— r8 » g— F 

1 1 :  ~r 


of  praise 
im  -  part 
the  youth, 
we      part 
t»  * 


With 

To 

And 

With 


grate  -  ful 
ev    -     'ry 
sane     -  U 
light    and 


hearts      to      thee    we 
fail  h  -  Ail      teacher's 

fy    them  through  thy 
life         to        eve  -  ry 

i 2 i- 
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CLOSING  HWN— Concluded. 
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We  brjng  our  work                                                                             have    done  to 

heart;      0!  draw                 -  -  or  to    thy  Bid         'I                                                  ill  a  -  bide, 

truth ;    The      child-ren  draw      to  sees  em-brace. 

heart ;    And  lead     us    by       thy  hand    ot  love       To     our     o    -    ter  -  rial  home  of    love. 
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THE  LORDS  PRAYER. 


tusic  by  J.  M.  STILLMAN. 
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<  rive  as  this  

And  lead  □  
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name, 

evil ; 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done  on     .     .     .     earth    as  it        i-<      in      hc:r 

And  forgive  na  our  o    who  ti 

For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the      <?lory  for-    ever  and       ever. 

, ♦      J    ' 


B 
B 
— r 


L   -^Slill^]] 


174 


Words  and  Music  by 


GOOD  NIGHT. 


E.   A.    H 


XT 
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OFFMAN. 
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.,     (  Now  with  happy  hearts  we  leave  you;To  our  pleasant  homes  we  go; 
(  May  the  peace  of  God   be  with  you  While  you  live  on  earth  below  ; 
Wo  may  nev-er      be     to-geth  -  er       As  we  now  are  gathered  here ; 
God  may  summon  soon  some  loved  one  In  his  presence   to    ap-pear. 


;our  lives  with  good  be 
a  -  gain    to 
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fruitful, May  your  path  be  smooth  and  bright!  Wishing  you  God's  richest  blessing, Now  we  bid  you  all  Goodnight! 
meet  you,  Will  your  presence  greet  our  sight  ?IIoping  God  may  safely  keep  you,  Here's  to  all  a  sweet  Good  night! 


_p «— »-r 


-    *■    ^=-  -£-  -g-  -£■  -f  -J-  £* 

^_  — a— ,-a a P —       — 0 » » — *-r« — P— * — P — i r 


7-U—  0— \—0 0 0 0—0-rJ — #-^_^»_^*_  »_* 0---0-^0---0 — #.i-g..|._g.--g A- — \\ 


Good  night.good  night.good  niglit,Now  we  bid  you  all  good  night  !Good  night.good  night.good  night.good  night! 
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INDEX. 


-/afterward  receive  rac  to  Glory  c'' 

A  merry  Christmas 7'2 

Am   I  pie:.  

A  -  \  •                       ball  reap  BO 

At  ihe  Gate 22 

Aeray  to  Sabbath  Bcbot  1 09 

A  Wheat- Head  or  Tare 42 

AJeautiful  Things 48 

Bo  in  Earnest 1 1  9 

Be  kind  tn  eaeh  other 15] 

Bright   little  Star 117 

Bring  Him  Praises in 

'       :  the  Children 148 

''all  to  Prayer 30 

Children,  love  Him 20 

Chime  on,  sweet  Bells '.'7 

Christ  is  Risen I.V.I 

Christ,  the  little  one's  Bhephi  ■ 

Clearing  Up 154 

Clinging  to  tho  Cross 10 

Dg  Hymn 172 

Come  and  help  u< 153 

Come  into  the  Fold 17 

Coming  to  Jeans 31 

-1/oath  of  a  Scholar 22 

Don't   grow  weary I .'. 

Do  you  want  a  faithful  Friend....  73 


J-lvcninc:  Prayer 170 

Evergreen  Plain 76 

-L  aneher 88 

Far  from  the  dark  abedesof  care  161 

Father,  lead  me 81 

Fear  not,  Child  ol  .lesus 83 

Fear  not  the  dark  Wave I  11 

Forgive 98 

Fruit  forJesus 60 

vTivc  it   to  .Testis 146 

ildreu's  Souls 1  D.I 

God  loves  to  hear  the  Children 

sing 1  13 

Gi  od  Bye 12s 

G 1  news  comes  o'er  the  Sea 18 

1  iood  night 1 1 1 

Go,  work  to-day 113 

Xlaste  to  the  Cross 4 1". 

Heaven  within  US 94 

He    had   not    where  to   lay    his 

Head ". B2 

Help  us  ,  Lord, to-day 1 7>> 

Sold  me,  Father 1  (0 

Bold  up  thy  Light 65 

Holy  Bible 34 

How  swiftly  life  passes  away 133 


A  am  never  lonely 

1  am  told  that  .lesus  loves  me 1 2  I 

I  am  very  happy 142 

Idlers,  to  work - 

I  f .)  esus  leads  me 

1  have  dreamed  eweel  dreams.... 

t  hear  the  Angels  calling 1 

[  know  1  love  Ilim 1  22 

I'll  be  the  next 15  • 

I  love  .lesus 

Invitation  I-1 

In  the  glory  of  the  Other 1  I  I 

I  reH  in  thy  love 

Is  tho  door  of  Heaven  cl<  Bed 

I  will  lovo  the  Saviour 107 

tHsus 

JeSUS  died  for  all  

I  "-us  invites  yon  toeonie E  1 

Jesus'  little  lamb  am  1 95 

Jesus  loves  the  little  Ones 1 

Jesus,  thou  our  Guardian  be 1  71 

JVeep  us  this  day 

XJightsfor  Jesus 1  >7 

aing  i"  the  Master 

l.itt  le  Children  should  be  Christ- 
ians    1    l 

Lard,  I'm  a  wayward  Child 1    1 

I  livine,  all  love  excelling... 
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INDEX. 


Mike  mo  Holy IS 

Make  ycur  mark 20 

Meet  me  over  there 53 

Morning  Praise L15 

Mother's  Darling 105 

My  All  in  All...... 90 

My  Bible 88 

My  sweet  home  in  Heaven 108 

My  whole  dear  class  l'or  Jesus...  54 

IN  earer  to  Tort 127 

Hearing  the  better  Land 102 

'•■■w  Vrar 135 

Nothing  to  do 30 

\J  give  me  perfect  Peace 58 

0  Jesus,  when  my  heart  is  sad...  125 

One  in  Thee 131 

Only  Jesus  can  save 14 

Only  Remembered 77 

Opening  Hymn 71 

Open  the  door  Cor  the  Children..  136 

Our  beautiful  Dead ?0 

Our  native  Land 116 

Our  Sabbath  Home  102 

Over  There 104 

Jtiefcy  better  than  Beauty 5G 

Pity  the  poor  Drunkard 45 

Precious  Name 41 

Pure  as  the  Lilies 164 

Purer  yet  and  purer 81 

JLVally  round  our  Standard 21 

Heady  I 07 

Uabbath  bells,  i  e  il  on 119 


Sailing  for  Glory 0 

Sing,  birds,  merrily  sing 8 

Singing  of  Heaven 24 

Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus 6 

So  much  to  do 1G1 

Soon  and  forever 102 

Speak  a  word  to  God  for  me 110 

Speak  with  kindness 121 

Stand  Firm 14 G 

Stand  up  for  Jesus 28 

Sweet  land  of  Kest 51 

T 

J-  ell  Jesus 74 

Thanksgiving 1G3 

The  Angel  Message 108 

The  battle  of  Life 31 

The  beautiful  Land 32 

The  Bible  says  I  may 75 

The  Christian's  song 112 

The  Eden  Above 106 

The  Evergreen 3 

The  friend  that  died  fcr  me 140 

The  Gate  of  Prayer 93 

The  great  Hereafter 138 

'Tis  Heaven  where  the  Saviour 

dwells 148 

The  holy  Sabbath-day 171 

The  Lord's  Prayer 173 

The  lost  Sheep." 172 

The  New  Jerusalem L56 

The  open  Door L37 

The  Palaces  of  Light 4 

There's  only  One 01 

There's  something  to  do ."i 

The  Sabbath-School 121 

The  silvery  Christmas  bells 12 

The  Spiritual  Harvest ::7 

The  stray  Lamb 30 


The  Sunday-School  Fold 123 

The  sweet  new  Song 100 

The  Teetotal  Banner 92 

The  victorious  Saviour 24 

The  wonderful  Land 7 

This  world  is  not  my  home 128 

Throw  open  the  Gates  afar 80 

'Tis  Jesus   who  loves   the  chil- 
dren's name 79 

To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late....  49 

To  the  Woods  away 02 

Treasures  in  Heaven 35 

Trust  Him  still 66 

Trusting  in  Jesus'  love 153 

V  olunteer  for  Jesus   OS 

VY  aiting  by  the  Cross 130 

"War  a  good  warfare 70 

Watch  and  Pray 40 

Watchman,  awake 134 

We  all  might  do  good 139 

We  hail  the  birth  of  Jesus 59 

We'll  away  to  the  School 90 

We  will  follow  Jesus 10 

What  children  can  do 44 

What  says  the  Spirit  to  thee 47 

What  then 55 

When  thy  work  is  done 132 

Where  are  my  Friends  ? 7S 

Whither  do  you  journey  ? 14  1 

Who  is  a  good  Scholar 13 

Who  shall  walk  in  white 23 

Words  of  Jesus 75 

X  ou  ore  sure  to  win  the  day....  I'l 

Youthful  band L53 


THE 


Constantly  on  Hand  a  Large  Assortment  of 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL  I1EQUISIT1 

Consisting  of 

BOOKS  FOR  TEACHERS, 
Mottoes,  Pictures,,  Cards,  Map 

£cc,  &c,  Ace.. 

At  Reasonable  Prices. — The  Price  of  the  Evergreen  is  $30  per  hum 
single  copies  35  cents.     All  Orders  promptly  attended  to.     Send  for 
logue.     Address 

W.  F.  SCHNEIDER,  Cleveland,  01 


i 


